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6 Though 


Though fome moke flight of Linens, yet you may fee 
by thea: haw the wind firs: As, take a flraw and 
throw it up into the sir, you may fee by that which 
way the wind is, which you flall not do by cafting up 
aflone. More folid thitgs do not fhew the com- 


plexion of the times fo well at Barnaps and Libels, 


Sevpen's TABLE-TALK, 


HCLASGUNCS 


RELIDUES 
or ANCIENT POETRY, 


&e. 


SERIES ruzt SECOND. 
BiQeOuk. I; 


ie 
RICHARD OF ALMAIGNE, 


© A ballad made by one of the adherents to Simon de 
*« Montfort, earl of Leicefter, joon after the battle of Lewes, 
 avbich was fought May 14, 1264,” 

mraffords a curious fpecimen of ancient Satire, and foews 
that the liberty, affemed by the goed people of this realm, of 


abufing their kings and btinces at bleafare, is a privilese of 
very long flanding. 
Vou. il, B 


Lo 


a ANCIENT POEMS. 


To render this antigne Gbel intelligible, tbe reader is to 
undenfiand that jy? before ihe battle of Leaves which proved 
je fatal to the intereis of Henry UN. tbe barons bad offered 
bis brethersRichard King of the'Romans FO,000/, fo pro~ 
cure a peace upon feck termi, as auenid have divefied Henry 
of all Sis régad posed, aad therefore the sreaty proved abar- 


tiveThe canfiquencer of that Battle are quell knowns the 


s 


hing, prince Earwatd bis fon, bi brotber Ricbard, and many 
of bis friends, fell into the bands of their. enemits ¢ while 
favs great barons of che hing's party, Féebw earl of Warrea, 
and Hugh Bigot the hing’s Fafficiary, bad bern glad to 
tfape txts France. ha 

dn rhe if Passa the aforefaid fam of THIRTY THOUS 
sand pounds is alluded to, but with the ufeal mifreprefenta- 
tions of garty madevelence, is afirted is have been the exorbia 
tant demand of the Ming's drorher, 

Wish regard tothe 2d. the Reader is to mote that 
Richard, along aetth ibe earldom of Cornwall, bad the bo~ 
nours of WALINGFORD aad Eyre confirmed to him on bi: 
morviage with Sanchia daagéter of ihe Count of Provence, 
in 1243. Win psonr cajfle was the chief fortress be- 
longing 2 the King, ued bad been garrifoned by foreigners 5 a 
cireumance subich furnifdes out the bartben of each fanza. 
Pee gd fy alledes 2 a romartadle circumance wiied 
happened on the day of the battie of Lewes. After the bat. 
Heawar bf, Richard king of the Romans took refuge in a 
Windatil ewbich be barricadoed, and maintained for fone 
time again? the Barons, dut inthe sveniny wat obliged to 

trrender, See a wery full account of this in the Chronicle 
of Marlres. “Oxon LOR 4S P. 229: 

Tbe ath Ac iz of obvious interpretation: Richard, wébo 
had been elected Siig of rhe. Romans in 1258, aad bad 
aflerwwards gone over to tate poififion of bis dignity, was ia 
the year (259 about toreturn into Exgiagd, when the Barene 
raifed a popular clamour, that he avas bringing with bine 
foreigners to overran the kingdom : upon avbich Be was 
fircedéa fgifs ado all bis followers, otherwise the barovs 
svculd bave ofpofed bis landing. ; 

i 
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In the sthft. the writer regrets the fcape of the Earl of 

Warren, and in the 6th and 7th fis, infinuates, that, if be 
and Sir Hugh Bigot once fei! into the hand: of thrir adver- 
Jaries, they foul never more return home 4 circumflance 
aubich fixes the date of this ballad ; for, in the year 1265, 
both thefe noblemen lamded in South Walts, and the royal 
party fron after gained the afeendart. See Holingfoed, 
Rapin, Ge. 

The follewing is copied from a very encient MS. in the 
Britife Mufum. (Harl. MSS.2253. f.23.] This MS. 
ts judged, from the peculiarities of rhe writing, to be not 
later than the time of Richard \\.; th being every where 
expreffed hy the charadter 3 they ts pointed after tha Saxon 
manner, and the} hath an bli us firoke over it, 

Prefixed to this ancient libel on government is a {mall de- 
Sign, which the engravir intended foculd correfpond with 
the fubje2. Onthe one fide a Satyr (emblem of Petulance 
and Ridicule) is trampling on the enfigns of Royalty : on 
the other, Fattion under the mafgue of Liberty.is exciting 
Ignorance and Popular rage ta deface the Ryal Image; 
whith flands om a pedefal inferibed ARCHA CHARTA, to 
denote that the rights of the king, as well ds thofe of the 
people, art founded on the laws: and that to attack out, it 
in Gt to demslify bah. 


ITTETH alle fille, ant herkneth to me ; 
The kyng of Alemaigne, by my leaute, 
Thritti thoufent pound alkede he ‘, 
For te make the pees in the countre, 
Ant fo he dude more. 5 
Richard, thahthou be ever trichard, 
Tricthen fhalt thou never more. 


Vers 2. kya, MS 
Ba Richard 
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-Richard of Alemaigne, whil chat he wes kying, 
He {pende a] is trefour opon fwyvyng, 
Haveth he nout of Walingford oferl¥yng, 
Let him habbe, afe he brew, bale to dryng, 
Maugre Wyndefore. 
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c. 


The kyng of Alemaigne wende do ful wel, 
He faifede the mulne fora cattel, 
With hare fharpe fwerdes he grounde the fel, 
He wende that the fayles were mangonel 
To helpe Wyndefore. 
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c, 


The kyng of Alemaigne gederede ys hott, 
Makede hima caitel of a mulne pof, 
Wende with is prude, ant is muchele bof, 
Brohte from Alemayne mony fori got 
To fore Wyndefore. 
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c. 


By God, that is aboven ous, he dude mache fynne, 


That lette paffen over fee the erl of Warynne : 


He hath robbed Engelond, the mores, ant th fenne, 


The gold, ant the felver, and y-boren hen‘ne, 
For love of Wyndefore. 
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c, 


Sire Simon de Meountfort hath fuore bi ys chyn, 
Hevede he non here the erl of Waryn, 


§ 


A 
badd 


to 


45 


Shuld. 
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Shuld he never more come to isyn, 
Ne with theld, ne with fpere, ne with other gyn, 35 
To help of Wyndefore. 
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c. 


Sire Simond de Montfort hath fuore by ys cop, 
Hevede he nou here Sire Hue de Bigot: o 
Al he fthulde grante here twelfmoneth {cot “49 
Shulde he never more with his for pot 
To helpe Wyndefore. 
Richard, thah thou be ever, &c, 


Be the luef, be the loht, fire Edward, 

Thou fhalt ride fporeles o thy lyard ox 58 

Al the ryhte way to Dovere-ward, 3 <a 

Shalt thou never more breke foreward ; ‘ 
Ant that reweth fore 

Edward, thou dadeft as a fhreward, _ 

Forfoke thyn emes lore 6 


Richard, &c. : y 
Ver. 40, g°te here MS. i. ¢. grant their. Vid. Glaft. ss aw 
Ver. 44. This fhanza was omitted in the former editions, & Haas 


** This Ballad will rife in its importance with the. 
Reader, when be finds, that it is even believed ta have oo 
caftoned a Law in our flatute Book, viz. “ Againft flandereus, 
reports or tales, to caufe difeord betwixt king and people.” 
(West. Primer, c.34. anno3.Edw.t.) Ysat it bad 
this effe& is the opinion of an eminent Writer: See ¢ Obfir-. 
«* vations upon the Statutes, Sc.” 4t0. 2d. Edit. 1766, po7 14. 

However, in the Harl. Colledtian may be found other fati- 
vical and defamatory rhymes of the fame age, that might have 
their foart in contributing to this frft Law againft Libels. x 

Bag II. ON 
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Nn. 


ON THE DEATH OF K. EDWARD 
TOUR VIER Site. : 


We hawe bere an early attenpt at Elegys Enwarn I. 
died July 7, 1307, in the 35th year of b18 reign, and &gth 
of bis age. This poem appears te have been compofed foon 
he bis death, According to the medes of thinking pecu- 
ar to thofe times, the auriter dewells more upon bis devo- 
tion, than bis ferllin government, and pays lefs attentian to 
the martial vad political abilities of this great manarch, 
in which be bad no equal, than to fome little weakneffis of 
Sfiserfiition, which be bad in common with all bis cotempo- 
varies. The king bad in the decline of life vowed an expe- 
dition to the bely land, but fading bis end approach, be dedi- 
cated the fiom of 4,001. to the maintenance of a large body 
of bnizhts (140 fay hifforians, 8a fays our poet ), who were 
to carry bis heart with them inte Palefline. This dying com- 
mand of the hing was never performed. Our poet, avith. the 
bone prejusices of an’ Enslifoman, attributes this failure 
to the advice of the Ring of Frane, whofe daughter’ Label, 
the young monarch wsho fucceeded, immediately married, But 
the truth it, Edauard and bis defrudive, favourite Piers 
Gaveffon frent the money u:on their pleasures. Yo do the 
greater boxcar to the memory of bis heroe, our poet puts bis 
elege in the mouth of the Pope, with the fame poetic licence, 
as a more micern bard would have introduced Britaniia, or~ 
the Genius of Luroze pouring forth kis praifes. ; 

This antique El-p ys exiratied from the fare. AMS. vo~ 
fume as the preceding article; is found swith the fare pe- 

’ he » -euliarities: 
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culiarities of writing and orthography; and tho’ written 
at near the diftance of half a century contains litle or no 
wariation of idiom: whereas the next following poem by 
Chaucer, which avas probably auritien not more than 50 
or 60 years after this, exhibils almof a new lancuage. 
This feems to countenance the apinion of fome antiquaries, 
that this great post made confiderable innowations in bis 
mother tongue, and introduced many terms, and new modes 
ef [peech from other languages. 


LLE, that beoth of huerte trewe, 
A ftounde herkneth to my fong 
Of duel, that Deth hath diht us newe, 
That maketh me fyke, ant forewe among ; 
Ofa knyht, that wes fo ftrong, 5 
Of wham God hath don ys wille ; 
Me-thuncheth that deth hath don us wrong, 
That he fo fone fhall ligge ftille. 


Al Englond ahte for te knowe . 
Of wham that fong is, that y fynge ; 10 
Of Edward kyng, that lich fo lowe, 
Zent al this world is nome con fpringe ; 
Trewef mon of alle thinge, 
Ant in werre war ant wys, 
For him weahte oure honden wrynge, 1s 
Of Chriftendome he ber the prys, 


Byfore that oare kyng was ded, 
He fpek afe mon that wes in care, 
«« Clerkes, knyhtes, barons, he fayde, 
** Y charge ou by oure fware, 20 


B4 ste bak 


8 ANCIENT POEMS. 


That*ye to Engelonce be trewe. 

«© Ydeze, y ne may lyven na more 5 
Helpeth mi fone, ant crouneth him newe, 
*« For he is neft to buen y-core. 


a 
* 


€ 


” 


* 


x 


Ich biqueth myn herte arhyt, 25 
s That hit be write atmy devys, 

Ov. rvhe {ce that Hue * be diht, 

«© With fourfcore knyhtes al of prys, 

In werre that buen war ant wys, 

*« Azein the hethene for te fyhte, 30 
To wynne the croix that lowe lys, 

«© Myfelf ycholde zef that y myhte.” 


¢ 


nm 


« 


« 


€ 


Kyng of Fraunce, thou hevedeft ¢ finne,” 
That thou the counfail woldeft fonde, 
To latte the wille of ‘ Edward kyng’ 35 
To wende to the holy londe: 
That oure kyng hede take on honde 
All Engelond to zeme ant wyffe, 
To wenden in to the holy Jonde 
‘To wynnen us heveriche bliffe. 40 


The meflager to the pope com, 
And feyde that cur kynge was ded; 
Ys oune hond the lettre he nom, 
Y wis his herte was full gret: 
* The name of the perfen who was te prefide ower this bufinefs. 


Ver. 43 finne. MS. Ver. 45, king Edward. MS. Ver. 43. yt is 
probably @ coutradtion of in bys er ya bis, - 
The 
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‘The Pope him felf the lettre redde, 45 
Ant {pec a word of gret honour, : 

«* Alas ! he feid, is Edward ded? 
“ Of Chriftendome he ber the fiour."” 


The Pope to is chaumbre wende, 
For dol ne mihte he fpeke na more ; 50 
Ant after cardinals he fende, 
That muche couthen of Criftes lore, 
Bothe the laffe, ant eke the more, 
Bed hem bothe rede ant fynge: 
Gret deol me myhte fe thore, ass 
Mony mon is honde wrynge. 


The Pope of Peyters ftod at is maffe 
With ful gret folempneté, 
Ther me con thefoule blefle: , 
«* Kyng Edward honoured thou be : 6a 
“ God love thi fone come after the, 
«« Bringe to ende that thou haft bygone, 
*« The holy crois y-mad of tre, 
«« So fain thou welden hit hav y-wonne. 


“ Jerufalem, thou hafti-lore _ pos 
“he flour of al chivalrie 
«* Now kyng Edward liveth na more ; 
s ‘¢ Alas! that he zet fhulde deye ! 


“2. §5+ $9 Meyis. Men, foin Robert af Gloueefler paffim 
“« He 


1S 
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*¢ He wolde ha rered up fal heyze 
*« Oure banners, that baeth broht to grounde; 
* Wel! Jonge we mowe clepe and crie qe 
«s Rr we a foch kyng han y-founde.” 


Now is Edward of Carnarvan 
King of Engelond al aplyhe, 
God lete him ner be worfe man 
Then his fader, ne laffe of myht, 
To holden is pore men toryht, 
And underftonde good counfail, 
Al Engelong forto wyffe ant dyht ; 
Of gode knyhtes darh him nout fai. 


“Ss 


Thah my tonge were mad of Rel, Bo 
Ant min herte yzote of bras, 
The godnefs myht y never telle, 
That with kyng Edward was: 
Kyng, as thou art clepedconquerour, 
Tn uch bataile thou hadeft prys ; 8s 
God bringe thi foule to the honour, 
That ever wes, ant ever ys. 


% © Here follow in the origingl three lines mora, which, 


as feemingly redundant, we chufe to throw to the bottom of 
> the (age, vik. 


That lafteth ay withouten ende, 
Bidde we God, ant our Ledy to thilke bIiM® 


Jefus usfende. Amen. 


I. AN 
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Il. 
AN ORIGINAL BALLADBYCHAUCER. 


This Wels fortl, aubich bath efcaped all the Wik of 
Chaucer’ s works, fs mew printed for the fir time from an 
ancient MS, in the Pepyfian library, that contains many 7 
ether poems of its wenerable author. . The werfification is of 
; avhich the French call Rox DBAU, very mates 
ed by cur pons countrymen Rounpn O. Tho" 
} fopted by them, our anceftors had not the anoue 
of tuverting tt: Chaucer picked it md, along with other 
better things, among the neighbouring nations. A fondnefs 
fo fous triffes bath always prevailed in the dark ages 
“yp hiieete e. Lhe Greek poets ‘have bad thir Wins and 
AXES! the great vue cv of Englifo poefy may therefore be 
pardoned one poor Solitary Ron DEAU,—Geofrey Chaucer 
died OB. 25, 1400,aged 72. 


Ta 
OURE two eyn will fle me fodenly, 
I may the beaute of them not fufene, 
So wendeth it chorowout my herte kene. 


2. 
And but your words will helen hafely 
My hertis wound, while thar it is grene, 
Youre two ¢yn will fle me fodenly. 


3. 
Upon my trouth f fey yow feithfully, 
That ye ben of my liffe and deth the quene ; 
For with my deth the troath thal be fene. 
Youre two eyn, &¢. 
IL. 1. So 
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na Ae 
So hath youre beauty fro your herte chafed 
Pitee, that me n’ availeth not to pleyn ; 
For daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne. 


eb 
Giltlefs my deth thus have ye parchafed ; 
I fey yow foth, me nedeth notto fayn : 
So hath your beante fro your herte chafed. 


Je 
Alas, that natare hath in yow compafled 
So grete beaute, that no man may atteyn 
To mercy, though he flerve for the peyn. 
So hath youre beaury, &e. 


¢ IY. r. 
Syn I fro love efcaped am fo fae, 
¥ nere thinke to ben in his prifon lene ; 
_ Syn Lam fre, Icounte hym not a bene. 


Zs 
He may anfwere, and fey this and that, 
I dono fors, I {peak ryght as T mene ; 
Syal fro love efcaped am fo fat. 


2. 
Love hath my namei-firike out of his fclat, 
And he is flrike oat of my bokes clene: 
For ever mo ‘ther *’ is none other mene. 
Syn | fro love efcaped, Xe. 


: * This DMS. 
IV. THE 
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THE TURNAMENT OF TOTTENHAM: 


“© oR, THE: WOOEING, WINNING, AND WEDDING 
* oy Tippee, THE REEV’Ss DAUGHTER THERE.” 


It does honour to the good fenfe of this nation, that awhile 
all Europe was captivated with the bewitching charms of 
Chivalry and Romance, tawo of our writers in the rudeff times 
could fee thre? the falfe glare that furrounded them, and dif 
cover whatever was abjurd in them both, Chaucer wrote 
his Rhyme of fir Thopas in ridicule of the latter; and in the 
following poem we bave a humourous burlefque of the former. 
Without pretending to decide, whether the infiitution of chi 
walrywas upon the avhole ufeful or pernicious in the rude ages, 
a gucfion that has lately employed many good writers*, it 
evidently encouraged a vindtétive fpirit, and gave fuch force 
to the cuftom of duelling, thas there ts little hope of its being 
abolifbed. This together with the fatal confeguences which 
often attended the diuerfion of the Turnament, was fufictent 
to render it obnoxious to the graver part of mankind. Ac- 
cordingly the Church early denounced its cenfures againp it, 
and the State was often prevailed on to attempt its fuppreffiion. 
But fafbion and opinicn are fuperior to authority 5 and the 
proclamations againft Tilting were as little regarded in thofe. 
times, as the laws againf? Dueling are in tbefe. This did. 
not efeape the difeernment of our poct, who eafly perceived 
that inveterate opinions muft be attacked by other aveapons, 
befides proclamations and cenfures : he accordingly made ufe of 
the keen one of Rivicure. With this view he has bere in~ 
troduced, with adrirable humour, a parcel of clowns, tri- 
tating all rhe folemnities of the Tourney. Here we bawe the 
regular challenge—the appointed day—the lady for the prize 
—the formal preparations—the difplay of armour—the feu- 
sheons and devices—the oaths taken-on entering ths lifts—the 
various accidents of the encounter—the vidor leading off the 


* See (Mr. Hurd’s] Letters on Chivalry, 870. 1762. Memoirs deta’ 
Chevateric, par M, de la Curne des Palais, 1759, 2 tom. 12m0. &e. 


prixts 
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print, —and the magnificent fecfiing -<cvith all the otber 
folemn fopperies thet ufually artended ibe pompous Turnament. 
And bow acuisly the foarpnefs of the author's kumsur muff 
have been felt in thafe days, we may learn, from what we 
can perceive of its henson now, when tine bas fo much 
blunted tbe edge of bis ridicule. : 
Tue TursamMentor TorrennamM was {rf trinted 
om an ancient MS. in 1631, gia. dy the rev. Whilbem 
Bedewel, rector of Tottenbam, who was one of the tranflaters 
of the Bible, and oftersvards Bifbop of Kilmore in Ireland, 
cwhere ke hved and died, with the highef? reputaticn of fanc- 
tity, in 1641. He tells us, it evas auritten by Gilbert Pilking- 
ton, Lbought to dave been ferme tine parfon of the fame parifh, 
and auther of encther piece, iatitled, PafRo Domini Jefa 
Chiti. Beduell, whe was eminently eilled in the oriental 
and other languages, appears to have been but httle conver- 
fant with the ancient writers in Lis own, and ke fo little 
entered inio the foivit of he poem be avas prblijeing, that be 
contends for its Letug a firious natrative of areal event, 
and thinks it msf? have been wriiten before ste time of 
Edward Wl. because Turnaments were probibited in that 
reign. “Ido verily beleeve,” fays he, “ that this Turna- 
<6 ment evas adfed before this proclamation of Ke Edward, 
« For bow durft any to attempt to do that, although in fport, 
© avbich was fo fraightl forbidden, bob by the civiil and 
« ecclefiapticall power ? Fer although they fought not with 
“ lances, yet, as our ma ie © Tt aves no childrens® 
“ game.” dnd what would have become of him, thinke 
& you, which foould have flayne another in this manner of- 
<< jeafiing ? Would be not, trow you, bave been HANO’D’ 
<poR iT iN SARNEST? YEA, AND HAVE BEANE: 
€ BURIED LIKE A DOGGE?” Itis however well kxowan 
that Turnaments were in ufe down to the reign of Elizabeth, 
In the frft editions of this work, Bedwell’s copy was re~’ 
printed here, with fome fers conjedtural emendations ; but 
as Bedwell feemed to have reduced the orthography at leaft, 
ifnot the pbrafeclogy, tothe fandard of bit own time, it - 
was with great pleafure that the Editor was informed of an 
~ ae eine ates aa 


Retina ¥ eS 
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ancient MS. copy preferved in the Mufeam [Harl. MSS. 
§396.] which appeared to have been tranferibed in the 
veign of K. Hen. V1. about 1456. This obliging information 
the Editor owed to the friendbip of Tuo. Tyrwuitr, 
sf. and he has “chiefly followed that more authentic Trane 
feript, improved Lowever by fome readings from Bedwell’s 
Book. 


Fall thes kene conquerours to carpe it were kinde ; 
Of fele feyztyng folk.ferly we fynde ; 
The Turnament of Totenbam have we in mynde ; 
It were harme fych hardynes were holden byhynde, 
“In ftory as we rede eae : o 
Of Hawkyn, of Herry, ; 
Of Tomkyn, of Terry, 
Of them that were dughty | 
And ftalworth in dede, : 


* 


Yt befelin Totenham on a dere day, . 10 
‘Ther was mad a fhurtyng be the hy-way :. 
‘Theder com al the men of the contray 
Of Hyffylton, of Hy-gate, and of Hakenay, 
And all the fwete fwyakers, 
Ther hopped Hawkys, . 1 
Ther daunfed Dawkyn, geen, 
Ther trumped Tomkyn, 
And all Were trewe drynkers. 


Tyl the day was gon and-evyn-fong paft,. 
That they fchuldreckynther {cot and ther counts caft; 20 
: : : it * ayt “i 
Ver, 20, It is not very clear in the MS. whether it foould be contsy or 
Sonters, 


4 Perkya 
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Perkyn the potter into the prefs paft, 
And fayd Randol che refe, a dozter thou haf, 
Tyb the dere: 
Therfor faine wyt wold I, 
Whych of all thys bachelery 
Were beft worthye 
To wed hur to hys fere. 


Upftyrtthos gadelyngys wyth ther lang flaves, 
And fayd, Randol the refe, lo! thys lad raves ; 
Boldely amang us thy dozter he craves 3 
We er rycher men then he, and mor gode haves 
Of cattell and corn. 
Then fayd Perkyn, To TybbeI have hyzt 
‘Yhat I {chal be alway redy in my ryzt, 
Vi that it fchuld be thys day fevenyzt, 
Or elles zetto morn. 


Then fayd Randolfe the refe, Ever be he waryd, 
That aboutthys carpyng lenger wold be taryd : 
Iwold not my dozter, that {cho were mifcaryd, 
But at hur moft worfchip I wold fcho were maryd ; 
" Therfor a Tumament {chal begynne 

Thys day fevenyzt,— 

Wyth a flayl for to fyzt : 

And ‘he’, that is moft of myht 

Schal brouke har wyth wynne. 


Whofo berys hym beft in the turnament, 
Hym {chal be granted the gre be the comon affent, 
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For to wynne my dozter wyth ‘ dughtyneffe’ of dent, 
And ‘coppel!? my brode-henne ‘that’ was brozt out of 
Kent: 
And my dunnyd kowe 5° 

For no fpens wyl I fpare, 

For no cattell wy] I care, 

fle {chal have my gray mare, 

And my fpottyd fowe. 


Ther was many ‘a’ bold lad ther bodyes to bede : 55 
‘Than thay toke thayr leve, and homward they zede ; 
And all the weke afterward graythed ther wede, 
Tyll ic come to the day, that thay fuld do ther dede. 
They armed ham in matts 3 

Thay fet on ther nollys, ba 

For to kepe ther pollys, 

Gode blake bollys, 

For batryng of bats, 


Thay fowed tham in {chepefkynnes, for thay fchuld not 
breft : 
Iik-on toke a blak hat, infted of acreft: 65 
“A batket or a panyer before on ther brett,’ 
And a flayle in ther hande; for to fyght preft, 
Furth goa thay fare: 
Ther was kyd mekyl fors, 
Who fchuid beft fend hys cors: 70 
He that had no gode hora, 
He gat hym a mare. 
Ver, 48. Dozty, MS. VF. 49. coppeld. We fill ufe the pbrafe “e 


copple-e owned ben,” P. 57. gayed. PC, ¥, 69. i wanting in 
MS. and fupplied from PC, Y. 72. He borrowed him, PC. 


Vor | Cc Sych 


18 ANCIENT POEMS. 


Sych another gadryng have I not fene oft, 
When all the gret company com rydand to the croft: 
Tyb on a gray mare was fet up on loft a 
Ona {ek fol of fedyrs, for {cho fchuld fyt foft, 
And fed ‘til! che gap’. 

For eryeng of the men 

Forther wold not Tyb then, 

Tyl icho had hur brode hen 8e 

Set in hur Lap. 


A gay gyrdyl Tyb had on, borowed for the nonys, 
And a garland on hur hed ful ef rounde bonys, 
nda broche on hur breft ful of * fapphyre’ flonys, 
Wyth the holy-rode tokenyng, wag wrotyn for the 
nonys } 85 
For no ‘fpendings’ thay had fared. 
When joty Gyb faw hur thare, 
He gyrd fo hya gray mare, 
* That {cho lete a fowkin’ fare 
At the rereward, 92 


I wow to God, quoth Herry, 1 {chal not lefe behynde, 
Aay I mete wyth Bernard on Rayard the blynde, 

Ich man kepe hym out of my wynde, 

For whatfoever that he be, before me I fynde, 


Ver, 98. Tie MS, bad once fedve, i.e. feeds, waieb appears to bave 
been altered to feslyrs, or featéert, Bedwell: expy bas Senvy, 4. ¢. 
fupardfeed. i797. And ted hurto cap, MS. VL 83. Bedwell’: 
PC, bax * Ruel-Bones’, FL 3g. fafer ones. MS. 8s. wrotyn, 
i.e. rornught, PC. reads, writen. ¥. 86, No catel [ perdaps chatel] 

they had (pared. MS, #89. Then... faucon, S18, 
4 . lwot 
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1 wot [{chall hym greve. OF 
Wele fayd, quoth Hawkyn. 
And I wow, quoth Dawkyn, 
May I mete wyth Tomkyn, 
Hys flayle { fehal hym reves 


Y make a vow, quoth Hud, Tyb, fon fchal thou fe, 100 
Whych of all thys bachelery ‘ granted’ is the gre: 
Lfchat fcomfet thaym all, for the love of the; 
In what place fo I come thay fchal have dout of me, 
Myn aries ar fo clere: 

L bere a reddy!, and a rake, 105 

Poudred wyth a brenand drake, 

And theee cantells of a cake 

In ycha cormere. 


I vow to God, quoth Hawkyn, yf ‘VT’ have the gowt, 
Al that I fynde in the felde ‘thruftand’ here aboute, 110 
Have I twyes or thryes redyn thurgh the route, 
Inycha flede ther thay me fe, of me thay {chal have doute, 
When I begyn to play. 

I make avowe that I ne {chall, 

But yf Tybbe wyl me call, 11S 

Or Ibe thryes don fall, 

Ryzt onys com away. 


Then fayd Terry, and fwore be hys crede; 
Saw thou never yong boy forther hys body bede, 


Ver, x01, grant. MS, V. 109, yf he have. MS. 
¥. x10. the MS, literally bas Unt. fand, bere. ie 


C 2 For 
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For when thay fyzt fafteft and moft arindrede, 120 
J fchall take Tyb by the hand, and hur away lede: 
I am armed at the full; 
In myn armys I bere wele 
A doz trogh, and a pele, 
A fadyll wycthout a panel’, ees 
Wyth a fles of woll, 


Imake a vow, quoth Dudman, and {wor be the ftra, 
Whyls me ys left ny ‘mare,’ thou gets hurr not {wa; 
For {cho ys wele fchapen, and lizt as the rae, 
‘Ther is no capul in thys myle befor hurfchalga; 130 
Sche wul ne nozt begyle: 

Sehe wy! me bere, I dar fay, 

Ona lang fomerys diy, 

Fro Hyfly}ton to Hakenay, 

Nozt other half myle. 135 


I make a vow, quoth Perkyn, thow fpeks of cold roft, 
Lichal wyrch ‘ wyfelyer’ withouten any bof: 
Five of the beft capulys, that ar in thys oft, 
I wot I {chal thaym wyane, and bryng thaym to my coft, 
And here I grant thaym Tybbe, 140 
Wele boyes here ys he, 
That wyl fyzt, and not fle, 
For I am in my jolyte, 
Wyth fo forth, Gybbe. 


Ver, 137. Cwyfelior. MS. Ver, 128. merth, MS. 
When 
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When thay had ther gowes made, farth can thay hie, 145 
Wyth flayles, and hornes, and trumpes mad of tre: 
‘Ther were all the bachelerys of that contre ; 
Thay were dyzt in aray, as thaymftelfes woid be: 
Thoyr baners were ful bry2t 

Of an old rotten fell; < 

The cheveron cf a plow-mell; 

And the fchadow of a bel’, 

Poudred wy:h the mone lyzt, 


Iwor yt ‘was’ no chy'der game, whan thay togedyr met, 
When icha frcke inthe feld on hys feloy bet, 155 
And Sayd on fiy’y, for nothysg wold thay Let, 
And foght ferly fat, ty! ther horfes {wet 
And few wordys fpoken. 
Ther were flay'es al to fatred, 
Ther were fcheldys al to flatred, 166 
Botlys and dyiohes al to fchatrec, - 


And many bedys brokyn, 


There was c'ynkyng of cart-{a‘elys, & clatteryng of 
cannes ; 

Of fele frukys inthe feld brokyn were their fannes; 

Of fam were the hedys brokyn, of fim the brayn-pannes, 

And yil were thay befene, or thay went thaans, 166° 


Fer 46. ft Wes, and harcitte. PC, Mes 5ot. The Chiefe, PC. 
V. iS4e yt ys. MS. 


C3 Wyth 
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Wyth fwyppyng of fwepyls: 
They were fo wery tor-foght, 
‘Thay myzt not fyzt mare oloft, _ 
Butcreped about in the ‘ croft,’ rye 
As thay were croked crepy!s. 


Perkyn was fo wery, that he began te loure; 
HH 
An hors for forty pens, a gode and a floute ! 


>», Hud, Lam ded io thys yk rowte: 


‘Phat [may syatiy come of my noye onte, ys 
For no coit wyl | fpare, 
Ee tlyit up as a inayle, 
And hear a capul be the tayle, 
*reft? Dawhin hye fayre, 
And wan there a mare. 189 


an five, and Hud wan twas 


he thay e, that they had don fe; 


inave tham to Tyh, and prefent hur with thay 
The Capulis were  wery, that thay myzt not ga, 

But fy! goa thay Qond, By 

Alas! quoth Hudde, my joye Hefe; 

er then a flan of chefe, 


yd had al theic, 


Mose had le 
That dere 
Ana wyfl it were my fond. 


Perkyo surnyd bym about in that yeh thrane, 198 


Arsong thos wery boyes he wre aud he wrang; 


xyes were AYO. I 70. creped then about in the 


FP, x3. cant. MS, F185. Rand AIS. 


He 


s 
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Ne threw tham doun to the erth, and thraft tham amang, 
Wohea he faw Tyrry away wyth Tyb fang, 
And after hym ran; ‘ 
Off his horfe he hym drogh, 195 
And gaf hym of hys flay! inogh: 
We te he! quoth Ty}, and lugh, 
Yeera dughty man. 


* Thus’ thay tugged, and rugged, ty! yt was nere nyzt: 
All the wyves of Tottenham came to fe that fyzt 200 
Wyth wy!pes, and kexis, and ry{chys there lyzt, 
To fetch hom ther hufbandes, that were tham trouth plyzt; 
And fum brozt gret hanwvos, 

Ther huibandes hom to fetch, 

Sum on dores, and fam on hech, 205 

Sum on byrdytlys, and fom on erech, 

And fam on whele-barows. 


Yhay gaderyd Perkyn about, ‘on’ eyerych fyde, 

And grant hym ther ‘the gre,” the more was bys pryde: 

Tyb and he, wyth gret ¢ mirth,’ bomward coa thay ryde, 

And were al nyzt fogedyr, ty! the morn tyde; air 
And thay ¢ to courch weut:’ 


So wele hys nedys he has fped, 

That dere Tyb he ¢ hath’ wed; 

The prayse-folk, that hur led, 205 
Were of the Turnament. 


Ver. 199. Thys. MS. -V. 204. hora for to fetch. MS, F208. 
shout everych fide. MS.) 209. the gre, is wanting in MS. Fo are. 


mathe, ATS, #. 202, And thay fers afent. Ms. FP. 214. had 
wed, ATS, ¥.215, The cheefemen. PC, 


C4 To 
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To that ylk feft com many for the nones; 
Some come hy phalte, nd fome trippand ‘ thither’ on the 
flonys ; 
Sum a ftaf ia bys hand, and fum two at onys; 
Of fum where the hedes broken, of fone the ichulder 
bonys;: 229 
With forrow come thay thedyr, 
Wo was Haukyn, wo was Herry, 
Wo was Tomkyn, wo was Terry, 
And fo was all the bachelary, 
When thay met togedyr. 225 


* At that felt thay wer fervyd with a ryche aray, 

Every fyve & fyve had a cokenay ; 

And fo they fat in jolyte al the Jung day ; 

And at the laft thay went to bed with ful gret deray; 

Mekyl myrth was them among ; 
In every corner of the hous 
Was melody delycyous 
For to here precyus 
Of fix menys fong f, 


+ 230 


Ver, 218, trippaod on, AS. 

* In the former imprefficns this conchiding flianxa war only given frows 
Bedvwell's printed Flition, but it is bere copied from the oki MS. wherein 
it bes been fince found feparated from the refi of the poem, by foveral pages 
of a money account, and ather beterogencous matter, 

+ Six-mens fong, i. ¢ a fone for fix voices, So Shakefpeare ufes 
Three-man fong-men, is Sis Winter's Tule, 4. IL, fe. v. ta denote 
men that could fing Catches compofed for three Voices. Of sbis fort are 
Weelkes'« Madvigals mentioned below, Book 1}, Song g. Sa again 
Shate[p. bas Theree-men Beetle; i, «a Beetle ex Rammer worked by 
three men. 2 Hen. IF. AL. Se. 
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V. 
FOR THE VICTORY AT AGINCOURT. 


That our plain and martial ancefors could wield their 
Srvsords much better than their ee swill appear from the fol- 
lowing homely Rhymes, which were draven up by fome poet 
laureat of theft days to celebrate the immortal vidtory gained 
at Agincourt, OF 25, 1415. Thrs fing or hymn is given 
nicer as acuriofity, and is printed from a MS. copy in the 


Pepys collefion, vol. I. Pah Lt ts there accompanied with 
the mufical notes, which are copied in a fmall plate at the 
end of this volumes 


Deo gratias Anglia redde pro vidoria! 
WRE kynge went forth to Normandy, 
With grace and myzt of chivalry; 
The God for hym wrouzt marveloufly, 
Wherefore Englonde may calle, and cry 5 
Deo gratias: 
Deo gratias Anglia redde pro vidtorias 


He fette a fege, the fothe for to fay, 
‘To Harflue toune with ryal aray; 
Thet toune he wan, and made a fray, 10 
That Fraunce thall rywe ty! domes day. 
Des gratias, Se. 
Then 
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nee, with alle his offe, 


e 


wall che Freathe belle y 


Thes went owre ky 
Thorowe Fraunce i 
He gpared § for’ dreds of inde, ne mol, 
Fyi he come to Agincoart ove. 


Des gratias, See 


Than for foche that knyzt comely 

In Agincourt fold he fsuzt maniy, 

Thorow grace of God mot myaty 

He had bothe the feide, and the vigeary. 
Des gratias, Se 


Ther dukys, and erlys, lorde and barone, 
Were take, and dayne, and that wel fone, 
And fome were ledde in to Lundone 
With joye, and merthe, and grete renone. 
Rew gratias, Ye. 
Now gracious God he fave owre kynge, 
His peple, and all hls wel wyllynge, 
Gef him gode lyfe, and gode endynge, 
That we with merth mowe favely fynge 
Deo pratiars 
Deo gratia: Anglia vedde pre vidleria, 


¥S 


ase 


#§ 


ga 
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VI. 
THE NOT-BROWNE MAYD. 


The fentimental beauties of this sucient ballad have aways 
recommenc'ed it to Readers of :affe. notewith 2and'ng the ruff 
of antiquity which obfeures the Ble and exorefion. « Tnleed. 
if it had no other merit than the bavciy eforded the grounds, 
quork te Prior’s ie RY AND byes sch. ought £6 trefe ve 
it from ohicsion. That we are able te give it in fo corre 
a monner, is owive to the preat care and exadinef? of Me. 
accurate Evitor of the Prov usions, Seo. 17603 auhe day 
formed the text front two copies found ia two difftreat edis 
tions of Arnolde’s Chronicles @ book fupoofed to be fix vrinted 
ahout 352% Brom the copy in the Proluftons the following. 
is priniad, with a few additional improvements gathered, 
fron anciler edition of Arnslde’s book * preserved. inx the 
public Library at Cambridge, Al the various readers ff 
this Coty will be found hive, cither received into the ext, 
or noted in the margin The references ta the Prcdutiona” 
will faew where they vecur. Inexr ancient folio MS. des 
foribed in the preface isa very corrupt and defective copy 
of this ballad, ewhich yet afforded a great improvement. in 
one pagjaze See tt. 330. = ee Nh 

It bas been a much eafier taf to fettle the text of this poem, 
thant afcertainitsdate The Bailad of the NUTRROWNE, 
Mayo was firff revived in “ The Mufes Mercury for June, 
1707.” ato. betuzx prefaced with alitle * Effay on the 
“old Englih Posts and Poetry: in which this poem is 
concluded ts be © near 480 years old,” upon reafons avbich, 
thoegh they appear inconclubve to us now, were fuffi dent to 
determine Priory. who there fix met with it. However, 
this opinion bad the approbation of the learned WARLEY, 
an excellent judge of ancient boks. For that whatever re- 
dated tothe reprinting of ths old piece was referred io 


* This (whick my friend Mr, Farmer feppifes to be tho fiefh Edition } 

is in folio: the folios are membered at the bottom of the keafs the Sang 
at folio 73, The Poem has fines feck 2oith a very Aine copy 

that ww: Ae calleétion of the late 5 We, Efgy the rhadags exe 
tradted theres are denoted thus © Mr. HW? 


hese calles, 


Panley, 
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Wanley, appears from tuo letters of Prior's hl 
in the Brityh Mufeum {Harl. MSS, N® 3777-] The 
Editor of the Prolufions thinks it cannot be Ae than 
the year 1509, becaufe, in Sir Thomas More's Tale of 
Tas Serjeant, Sc. which was written about that time, 
there appears a famencfs of rythmus and orthography, and 
a very near affinity of words and phrafes, with th fe of tts 
ballad, But thir reafoning is not conclufrve ; + for if Sir 
Thomas More masde thir ballad bis model, as ts very likely, 
thar will account for the famensfs of meafure and in forme 
refpect tor tha: of words and phrafes, even the’ phis had Ares 
noritten leng before: and, us for the orthography, tt is well 
Rnown that the old Printers reduced that of moft books to the 
fiandard of their own times. Indeed it 1s hardly probatle 
that an antiquary like Arnilde would have inferted it 
among his hifterical Colledtions, if it had been then a modern 
piece; at leafi he would have been apt to have nanied its 
author. Rut to phew how little can be inferred from a re- 
Semblance of rhythmus or fiyle, the editor of thefe volume: has 
in his ancient folio MS. a poem on the vidiory of Flodd:n- 
field, written in the fame numbers, with the fame alitera: 
tions, and in arthograpoy, phrafeology, and fiyle ne ary re- 
Sembling the Vifions of Pierce Plowman, which are yet Anown 
to have been conn Je ed aboie 160 years before that battle. 
As this poem is st Stas curiefiy, we fral] zive a few of the 
antroluFory lines 
Grant gracious God, grant me this time, 
“ That] may ‘fay, or Te ceafe, thy felven to pleafe; 
“ And Mary his mother, that maketh this world ; 
* And all the feemlie faints, that fitten in heaven } 
‘ FT will carpe of Rings, that conquered } full nmvidde, 
‘6 a diced in this land, that was “alyes noble 5 
“ Henry the fevenih, that foveraigne lord, &c.’ 
With regurd to the date of the followin hala we have 
taken a middle courfe, neither placed it fo bigh as Weanley and 
Prior, nor quite fo low as the editor of the Prolufions : we 
fai uld have followed the latter in dividing every ether line 
juto tivo, but that the whole would then have taken up more 
room than could be allowed it in this volume. 
BE 
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RB’ it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among 


On women do complayne * ; 
Affyrmynge this, how that it is 
A labour fpent in vayne, 
To love them wele; for never a dele 5 
They love a man agayne: 
For late a man do what he can, 
Theyr favour to attayne, 
Yet, yf a pewe do them perfue, 
Theyr firft true lover than ~ 
Laboureth for nought; for from her thought 
He ts a banyfled man. 


I fay nat nay, but that all day 
Ic is bothe writ and fayd 
That womans faith is, as who faytb, 15 
All utterly decayd; 
But, nevertheleffe, ryght good wytneéffe 
In this cafe might be layd, 
That they love true, and continde: 
Recorde the Not-bruwne Mayde: se 
Which, when her love came, her to prove, 
To her to make his mone, 
Wolde nat depart; for in her hart 
She loved but hym alone. 


_® My friexd Mr. Parmer propefes to read the firf lines thus at a Las 
tintin: 
Be it right or wrong, ‘tis men among, 
Qa womes to complayne. 
Vert. Woman, Produfions, and Air. Wef's copy. Pere tr. ber, 


ty ¢. their. 
Than 
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Than betwaine us late us dyfeus 
Wh ¢ was ali the manere 
Betwayne them two: we wyll alfo 
Tell all the payne, and fere, 
hat fhe was ing Nowe I begyn, 
So that ye me anfwére; 
Wherfore, all ye, thar prefent be 
I pray you, gyve anere. x 
“Tam the knyghe; Tcome by nyght, 
As fecret as Lan; 
Sayinge, Alas! thus fandeth the cafe, 
Lama banyfhed man,” 


SHE, 

And I your wyll for to fulfyll 
In this wy!l nat refute; 

Troftying to fewe, in wordés fewe, 
That men have an yl ufe 

(To theyr own fhame) women to blame, 
And caufeleffe them accufe ; 

‘Therfore to you I anfwere nowe, 
“All women to excufe,—~ 

Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere? 
I pray you, tell anone; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
I love but you alone. 


3° 
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49 
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He. 


It ftandeth fo; a dede is do 
Wherof grete harme hall growe: 

My deiliny is for to dy 
A thamefull deth, I trowe; 

Or elles ¢o fle: the one mutt be. 
None other way I knowe, 

But to withdrawe as an cutlatve, 
And take me to my bowe, 

Wherfore, adue, my owne hart truel 
None other rede I can: 

For I muft to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man. 


Sue. 


O lord, what ts thys worldys blyife, 
That changeth as the mone! 

My fomers day in lufly may 
Is derked before the none, 

J here you fay, farewell; Nay, nay, 
We cépart nat fo fone, 

Why say ye fo? wheder wyll ye go? 
Alas! what have ye done? 

All my welfarc to forrowe ard care 
Sholde chaunge, yf ye were gone; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
I love but you alone. 


Ver, 63. Ths fomers, Prof, 


31 


§° 


$$ 


So 


65 


79 


He. 


32 


or, 


A° NCA EON. TP OESMEes, 


He. 
I can beleve, it fall you greve, 
And fomewhat you dyftrayne; 
Bot, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde 75 
Within a day or twayne 
Shall fone aflake; and ye hall take 
Comfort to you agayne. 
Why tholde ye ought? for, to make thought, 
Your labour were in vayne. 80 
And thus [ dos and pray you to, 
As hartely, as I can; 
For I muft to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man, 


Sue. 
Now, fyth that ye have fhewed to me $5 
The fecret of your mynde, 
I thall be playne to you agayne, 
Lyke as ye fhall me fynde. 
Syth it is fo, that ye wyll go, 
I wolle not leve behynde ; 9o 
Shall never be fayd, the Not-browne Mayd 
Was to her love unkynde: 
Make you redy, for fo am I, 
Allthough it were anone; | 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 95 
I love but you alone. 


Vor. gt. Shail it never. Pro/. and Mr, Ver. 94. Althought. 
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He. 
Yet I you rede to take good hede 
What men wyil thynke, and fay: 
Of yonye, and vide it thall be tolde, 
That y¢ be gone away, 

Your waaton wy!l for to fulfill, 
In grene wode you to play; 

And thot ye myght from your delyght 
No lenger make delay. 

Rather than ye thoide thus for me 
Be called an yll woman, 

Yet wolde I to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man. 


SHE. 

Though it be fonge of old and yonge, 
That I fholde be to blame, 

Theyrs be the charge, that fpeke fo large 
In hurtynge of my name: 

ForI wyll prove, that faythfulle love 
It is devoyd of fhame; 

In yourdyftreffe, and hevynefle, 
To part with you, the fame: 

And fure all tho, that do not fo, 
True lovers are they none; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
I love but you alone, 


Fer, 117, To fhewe all. Pref. and Mr. W. 
Vou, I, D 
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34 A Ne Gat uN Sy AP © Mes. 
He. 


I counceyle you, remember howe, 
fr is no maydens lawe, 

Nothynge to dout, but to renne ont 

Nothynge to dout, but to renne ont 
To wode with an outliwe: 

For ye mutt there in your hand bere 12 


ta 
ws 


A bowe, redy to drawe j 
And, as athefe, thus muf you lyve, 

Ever in drede and awe; 
Wherby to you grete harme myght growe: 

Yet had I lever than, 330 
That Lhad to the grene wode go, 

Alone, a banythed man, 


SHE. 
Ithinke nat nay, but as ye fay, 
It is no maydens lore: 
But love may make me for your fake, 135 
As [have fayd before 
To come on fote, to hunt, and fhote 
To gete us mete in ftore; 
For fo that I your company 
May have, I afke no more: 140 
From which to part, it maketh my hart 
As colde as ony ttone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
T love but you alone, 


Per. 133. Ufay nat. Prof, and Mr. WO Fer, 133. and ftore. 
Cand. copys 
He. 
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He? 
For an outlawe this is the lawe, 145 
That men hym take and bynde; 
Without pyté, hanged to be, 
And waver with the wynde. 
If Thad nede, (as God forbede!) 
What refcous coude ye fynde? 150 
Forfoth, I trawe, ye and your bowe 
For fere wolde drawe behynde: 
And no mervayle; for lytell avayle 
Were in your counceyle than: 
Wheifore I wyl] to the grene wode go, 155 
Alone, a banyfhed man, 


SHE. 
Ryght wele knowe ye, that women be 
But feble for to fyght; 
No womanhede it is indede 
To be bolde as a knyght: 16% 
Yet, in fuch fere yf that ye were 
With enemyes day or nyght, 
I wolde withilande, with bowe in hande, 
To greve them as I myght, 
And you to fave; as women have 
From deth * men’ many one: 
For, inmy mynde, of all mankynde 
I love but you alone. 


Ver. 150. fecours, Prol. and Mr. WO 
Camb, Copy. 
aid Mr, W, 


Fer. 162. and night. 
Vir, 164,  helpe ye with my myght. Pral. 


Dz Hg. 


36 


Yer. 252. froftand rayne. Af. W. 


ANCIEN Ty POE M4. 


He. 

Yet take good hede; for ever I drede 
That ye coude nat fuftayne 

The thornie wayes, the depe valéies, 
The fnowe, the froft, the rayne, 

The colde, the hete: for dry, or wete, 
We mutt lodge en the playne; 

And, us above, none other rofe 
But a brake buth, or twayne: 

Which fone fholde greve you, I beleve; 
And ye wolde gladly than 

That I had to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a banyfthed mane 


‘ Sue. 

Syth I have here bene partyntre 
With you of joy and blyffe, 

I muft alfo parte of your wo 
Endure, as refon is: 

Yet am I fure of one plefire; 
And, flortely, it is this: 

That, where ye be, me femeth, parda, 
I coude nat fare amyfle. 

Without more fpeche, I you befeche 
That we were fone agone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
-T love but you alone, 


Ver, x90, thostley gone, Prol. and Mr. W. 


170 


375 


180 


199 


For, pq La mult, Pra, 


Hz, 
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He. 
If ye go thyder, ye muft confyder, 
Whan ye have luit to dyne, 
There fhall no mete be for you gete, 195 
Nor drinke, bere, ale, ne wyne. 
No fhetés clene, to lye betwene, 
Made of threde and twyne ; 
None other houfe, but leves and bowes, 
To cover your hed and myne, 200 
O myne harte {wete, this evyll dyéte 
Sholde make you pale and wan ; 
Wherfore I wyll to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man. 


SHE. 
Amonge the wylde dere, fuch an archére, 205 
As men fay that ye be, 
Ne may nat fayle of good vitayle, 
Where is fo grete plenté: 
And water clere of the ryvére 
Shall be full Gwete to me ; 210 
With which in hele I fhall ryght wele 
Endure, as ye fhail fee; 
And, or wé go, a bedde or two 
I can provyde anone ; 
For, in my yynde, of all mankynde 215 
Tlove bat you alone. 


Fer. 196. Neyther bere. Pro. and Mr. BY Ver, 20%, Lo myn. 
Ry. . Far.207, May yenatfayle. Prat, Id, May nat fayle. Mr. #*. 
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Fer. 219. above your ers. Pra/. 
Prof. and Mr. W. 
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He. 

Lo yet, before, ye mut do more, 
Yf ye wyll go with me: 

As cut your here up by your ere, 
Your kyrtel by the kne; 

With bowe in hande, for to withfande 
Your enemycs, yf nede be: 

And this fame nyght before day-lyght, 
To wode-warde wyil I fle. 

Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill, 
Do it fhortely as ye can; 

Els wyll 1 to the grene wade go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man. 


SHE. 

I fhall as nowe do more for you 
Than longeth to womanhede; 

To thote my here, a bowe to bere, 
To fhote in tyme of nede. 

O my fwete mother, before all other 
For you I have moft drede: 

But nowe, adue! I muft enfue, 
Where fortune doth me lede. 

All this make ye: Now let us fles:: 
The day cometh fat upon; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
LT love but you alone. 


229 


230 


435 


240 


Fer, 220. above the kne. 
Vor. 223. the fare, Prol, and Mr, We 


He. 


ANCIENT‘POEMS. 39 


He. 
Nay, nay, nat fo; ye thall nat go, 
And | fhall tell ye why,—— 
Your appetyght is to be lyght 
Of love, I wele efpy: 
For, lyke as ye have fayed to me, 245 
In lyke wyfe hardely 
Ye wolde anfwére whofoever it were, 
In way of company. 
itis fayd of olde, Sone hote, fone colde; 
And fo is a woman. ; 259 
Wherfore J to the wode wyll go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man, 


SHE. 
Yf ye take hede, it is no nede 
Such wordes to fay by me; 
For oft ye prayed, and longe affayed, 265 
Or 1 you loved, pardé: 
And though that I of aunceflry 
A barons daughter be, 
Yet have you proved howe I you loved 
A {quyer of lowe degre; 260 
And ever fhall, whatfo befall ; 
To dy therfore * anone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 
I love but you alone. 
For. 151. For Umut tothe grene wode go, Prof. and Mr. I¥- 
Fer. 2.63. yet ise Camb, Copy. Perbaps for yt is. Ver. 262. dy 


with bim. Editer’s MS. 
® foe. for this caufe; the? I were to die for having heved you, 


D4 He, 


40 


Ver. 278. outbrayd. Prof, and Mr. W. 
ad Mr. 
Brel, end Mr. W. 


AUNICIVEEN TYVECOTE Mi S: 


He. 

A barons chylde to be begylde! 
It were a curfed dede; 

To be feladwe with an outlawe! 
Almighty God forbede! 

Yet beter weve, the pore fquyere 
Alone to foreit yede, 

Than ye fhoide fay anether day, 
That, by my curfed dede, 

Ye were betray’d: Wherfore, good mayd, 
The beft rede that I can, 

Is, that I to the grene wode go, 
Alone, a banyfhed man, 


Sue. 
Whatever befall, [never fthall 
Of this thyng you upbrayd: 
But yf ye go, and leve me fo, 
Than have ye me betrayd. 
Remember you wele, howe that ye dele; 
For, yf ye, as ye fayd, 
Be fo unkynde, to leve behynde, 
Your love, the Not-browne Mayd, 
Truft me truly, that I fhall dy 
Sone after ye be gone; 
For, in my mynde, of ail manyknde 
I love but you alone. 


265 


275 


28a 


Ver, 282. ye be as. Prod. 
Ver. 283. Yo were unkynde to leve me behynde. 


He, 


th 
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He. 

Yf that ye went, ye fholde repent; 
For in the foreft nowe 

Ihave purvayed me of a mayd, 
Whom I love more than you; 

Another fayrere, than ever ye were, 
I dare it wele avowe; 

And of you bothe eche fholde be wrothe 
With other, as I trowe: 

It were myne efe, to lyve in pefes 
So wyll [, yf I can; 

Wherfore I to the wode wyll go, 
Alone, a basyfhed man. 


Sue. 

Though in the wode I undyrftode 
Ye had a paramour, 

All this may nought remove my thought, 
But that [ wyll be your: 

And ‘he fhall fynde me foft, and kynde, 
And courteys every hour; 

Glad to fulfyil ali that the wyll 
Comnaunde me to my powers 

For had ye, lo, an hunded mo, 
* Of them I woide be one; 

For, in my mynde, of all markynde 
T love but you alone, 


Vers 310, So the Editor's MS. All the printed coptes read, 


Yetwold 1 be that one. 
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. He. 
Myne owne dere love, I fe the prove 
That ye be kynde, and true; 
Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe, Brg 
The beft that ever I knewe, 
Be mery and glad, be no more fad, 
The cafe is chaunged newe ; 
For it were ruthe, that, for your truthe, 
Ye tholde haye canfe to rewe. 320 
Be nat difmayed; whatfoever 1 fayd 
To you, whan I began; 
ITwylinat to the grene wode go, 
lam no banyfhed man. 


SHE. 
Thefe tydings be more gladd to me, 328 
Than to be made a quene, 
Yf T were fure they thoide endure: 
Bat it is often fene, 
Whan men wyll breke promyfe, they fpeke 
The wordés on the {plene. 350 
Ye fhape fome wyle me to begyle, 
And ftele from me, I wene: 
Than, were the cafe worfe than it was, 
And T more wo-begone: 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 33 
T love but you alone, 


Fer, gr. of all. Prol and Mir. i Fer, 325. gladder. Pro’. 
ard Mr. IF, 
Hk. 


This line wanting in Prot. and Mr. W. 


Prof, and Mi, We Ib. a3 loveth. Camb. V. 357. Forfoth. Pref. and 
Mee BY 
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He. 
Ye fhall nat nede further to drede; 
_ I wyll nat dyfparage 
You, (God def.nd!) fyth ye defcend 
Of fo grete a lynage. 
Noweé undyrflande; to Weitmarlande, 
Which is myne herytage, 
I wyll you brynge; and with a rynge, 
By way of maryage 
I wyll you take, and lady make, 
As fhortely as 1 can: 
Thus have you won an erlys fon, 
And not a banyflied man,” 


Aursor. 
“ Here may ye fe, that women be 
In love, meke, kynde, and flable; 
Late never man reprove them than, 
Or call them variable; 
But, rather, pray God, that we may 
Yo them be comfortable; 
Which fometyme proveth fuch, as he loyeth, 
Yf they be charytable. 
For fyth men wolde that women fholde 
Be meke to them each one; ; 
Moche more ought they to God obey, 
And ferve but hym alone. 


Fer, 340. grete lynyage. Prod. and Mr. 1”. 


43 


340 


355 


360 


Ver, 349. Theo have. 


Per, 448, And no banythed. Prof, amd Mr. i. Ve 382. 


VIL. 


Ver 355. proved—loved. 


A 
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Vii. 
A BALET BY THE EARL RIVERS, 


The amiable light in which the chara@er of Anthony 
Widville the gallant Earl Rivers has been placed by the ele- 
gant Author of the Catal. of Noble Writers, interefts us in 
whatever fel ae his pen. It is prefumed therefore that the 
infertion of this little Sonnet will be pardoned, tho it frould 
nat be found to have much poetical merit. It is the only ort 
ginal Poem known of that nobleman’s; his more volumincus 
works being only tranflations. And if we confider that it 
was written during his cruel confinement in Pomfret taflle 
a fhort time before his execution in 1483, it gives us a fine 
pidure of the compofiure and feadinefs with which this flout 
carl beheld his approaching fate. 

This Ballad we owe to Rouse a contemporary hiffo~ 
rian, who feems to have copied it from the Earl's own hand 
soriting. In tempore, fays this writer, incarcerationis 
aped Pontem-fractum edidit unum Baxer in anglicis, 
nt mibi rmonfratum ef, quod fubfequitur fub his verbis: 
Sum what mufeng, &c.  Roffi Hilt. 8vo. a Edie. p. 213.” 
In Rowfe the 2d Stanza, Se. is imperfedt, but the Defects 
are here fupplied from a more pexfed? Copy printed in “* Ane 
cient Songs, from the Time of K. Hen. LIU, to the Revoe 
lution,’ page 87. 

This htt e piece, which perhaps ought rather to have been 
printed in fianzas of eight fhort lines, ts written In imita~ 
tion of a poem of Chaucer's, that will be found in Urry's 


Edit. 1721, p» $55, Seginning thus: 


* Alene walkyng, In thought plainyng, 
‘“ And fore fighying, All defolate.  « 
“ My remembrying Of my livyng 
“ My death wifbyng Bothe erly and late. 
“ Infortunate Is fo my fate 
“ That wate ye what, Out of mefure 
“ My life I hate; Thus defperate 
“In fuch pore eftate, Dee I endure, &e.” 
5 SU M. 
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SUMWHAT mufyng, And more mornyng, 
In remembring The unftydfaftnes ; 

This world being Of fuch whelyng, 

Me contrarieng, What may I geffe? 


I fere dowtles, Remedies, 

Ts sow to fefe My wofuil chaunce. 
{for unkyndnefs, Withouten lefs, 
And no redrefs, Me doth avaunce, 


With difplefaunce, To my grevaunce, 
And no furaunce Of remedy. ] 

Lo in this traunce, Now in fubftaunce, 
Such is my dawnce, Wyllyng to dye. 


Me thynkys truly, Bowndyn am I, 
And that gretly, To be content: 
Seyng playoly, Fortune doth wry 
All contrary From myn entent, 


My lyff was lent Me to on intent, 

Hytt is ny fpent. Welcome fortune! 
But I ne went Thus to be fhent, 

But fho hit ment; Such is hur won. 


Ver. 15. That fortune. Refi His. 
Vere 19s Went, fe. weened, 
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Vill. 
CUPID’s ASSAULT: BY LORD VAUX. 


The Reader will think that infant Poetry grew apace 
between the times of See ers and Vaws, tho’ neatly conten 
x Song is the compofition of that Sir 
SHOL AS ; (apierwward Lord} Vaux, whe wes the flim 
ing ornament of ihe cour tof Henry P ril, and died in the 
year 152%. 

rd yet to 

Art of Eng. F 
if armed $ 


+ he 


Lord it is attributed by Puttenkam tn bis 
aefie, 158). gto”? @ writer corre wed? 
e the paffax eat rae “6 In thiz figure 
ounterfait ABion} the Lord Nicwotas Vaux, a 
fe ceutleman and much delighted in vulgar making, 
and a man otherwoife fe of no great learning, "bus having 
“O herein @ mare ifacilitie, made & dittie representing th 
“ Battayle and Wak of Cupide, fo excellently roell, as ee 
“the gallant and propre application of his fA bi: rn every 
* cart, I cannot choose but fet downe the bree teff part of Ais 

“ditty, for in truth it cannot be amended. Wen Curio 
** scaLeD, (9e.” p. 200.——~ For a farther account of Ni- 
cholas Lord ¥ “aux, fee My, Walpole’s Neble Authors, Pol. 1. 

The following Copy is printed from the firfi Edit, of Sur- 
rey’s Poem, 1557, ates See another Song of Lord Faux's 
in the preceding Vol. Book II, No. Ii, 


W HEN Cupide fealed firll the fort, 
Wherein my hart lay wounded fore; 
The batry was of fuch a fort, 
That L muft yelde or die therfore. 


ee 2 


There fawe [ Love upon the wall, 5 
How he his banner did difplay ; 
Alarme, alarme, he gan to call; 
Aad bad his fouldiours kepe aray. 
The 
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The armes, the which that Cupide bare, 

Were pearced hartes with teares befprent, 19 
In filver and fable to declare 

The ftedfalt love, he alwayes ment. 


There might you fe his band all dreft 
In colours like to white and blacke, 

With powder and with pelletes preft 15 
To bring the fort to fpoile and facke. 


Good-wyil, the maifler of the fhot, 
Stode in the rampire brave and proude, 
For fpence of pouder he fpared not 
Affault! affault! to crye aloude. 20 


There might you heare the cannons rore ; 
Eche pece difcharged a lovers loke; 
Which had the power to rent, and tore 

In any place whereas they toke, 


And even with the trimpettes fowne as 
The fcaling ladders were up fet, 

And Beautie walked up and downe, 
With bow in hand, and arrowes whet. 


‘Then firft Defire began to feale, 

And fhrouded him under ‘his’ targe ; 39 
As one the worthieft of them all, 

And apteft for to geve the charge. 


Ver. 30. her. Ed. 1557. fo Ed. 1535. 
Then, 
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Then puthed fouldiers with their pikes, 
And halberdes with handy flrokes; 

‘The argabuthe in flefhe it lightes, 3 
And duns the ayre with milly fmokes. 


And, as it is the fouldiers ufe 
When fot and powder gins to want, 
I hanged up my flazge of trnce, 
And pleaded up for my livés grant. 40 


When Fanfy thus had made her breche, 
And Beauty entred with her band, 
With bagge and baggage, fely wretch, 

I yelded into Beauties hand. 


Then Beautie bad to blow retrete, 4$ 
And every fouldier to retire, 

And mercy wyli’d with fpede to fet 
Me captive bound as prifoner, 


Madame, quoth I, fith that this day 

Hath ferved you at all aflayes, <2) 
Tyeld to you without delay 

Here of the fortreffe all the kayes. 


And fith that I have ben the marke, 
At whom you fhot at with your eye; 
Nedes muft you with your handy warke, Ss 
Or falve my fore, or let me die, 
*,* SINCE 


N 


AVASIMIC A Delt h A ee (OAS, CS 49 
sft! S- NCE the foregoing Song was firft printed off, reas 


fons have occurred, which incline me to believe that 
Lord Vaux the poet was not the Lord Nicxowas Vaux, 
who died in 1524, but rather a fucceffor of his in the 
tith.——For in the fir place it is remarkable that ail the 
old writers mention Lord a aux, the poct, as contemporary or 
rather pofterior to Sir Tuomas Wvar, aad the E. of 
Surrey, neither of which made any figure till long after 
the death of the frft Lord Nicholas Vaux, Thus Puttenbam 
in his “ Art of Englih Poefie, 1589.” in pr 48, having 
named SKELTON, adds, “ In the latter end of the fame 
** Rings raigne [Henry VILI.| forong up a new company of 
* courtly Makers, [ Poets] of whom Sir Tuomas Wrar 
“ 4b? elder, and Henry Earl of Suxrty were the two 
* chieflaines, who having travailed into Italie, and there 
“ safted the fweet and fiately meafures and flile of the 
** Italian pocfie » . greatly polifhed our rude and homely 
“ manner of vulgar poofe .... In the SAME TIME, or 
‘NOT LONG AFTER was the Lord Nicsoras Vaux, 
“a man of much facilitie in vulgar makings *,'—Webbe 
in bis Difeourfe of Englifs Poetrie, 1586, ranzes them in 
the following order, ‘* The E of Surrey, the Lord Vaux, 
Norton, Brifow.” And Gafesigne, in the place quoted in the 
iff vol. of this work, (B.L1. No. 11} mentions Lord Vaux 
after Surrey.—-—-Again, the fille and meafure of Lord 
Vaux's preces feem too refined and polifted -for the age of 
Henry VU, and rather refemble the fnsotbnefs and harmony 
of Surrey and Wyat, than the rude metre of Skelton and 
Hawes :~—~ But ote futs the matier out of all doubt, in the 
Britifs Mifeum ts @ copy of his poem, ( lothe that i did 
Nove, [vid. vel. I. ubi fupra) with this title, A dyttye or 
* fonet made by the Lord Vaus, in the time of the noble 
“ Quene Marye, representing the image of Death.” Harl, 
MSS, No. 1703, §. 2c. 

Ut is evident then that Lord Vaux the poet was not he that 
fourified in the reign of Henry vif. but either his fon, or 
grandfon: and yet according to Digdate?s Baronage, the former 
wai named Tomas, and the latter Witutams: x¢ this 


S ive. Conpojitions in English. 
Vou. I, BK difficulty 


go ANCIENT POEMS. 


difficulty is net great, for none of the old writers mention the 
chriflian name of the poctic Lord Vaux *, except Puttenbam > 


and it is more likely that he might be mifaken in that Lord's, 


name, than in the time in which he Neved, who was fo nearly 
bis contemporary. , . ; ‘ 

Vaomas Lord Vaux, of Harroauden in Northamp ‘ene 
Shire, ewas fommoned to parliament in 1631. ben he died 
dees not appear; but he probably lived ‘till the latter end of 
Queen Mary's reien, fince bi: fon. 

WILLIAM was not fernmaned ta parl. till the laff year of 
that reign, in 1558. This Lord died in 1595. See Dug- 
dale, F. HH. p. 304. Upon the ashole I am inclined 
to believe that Lord Tuomas was the Poet. 


% ody the Paredife of Dainty Devifess 1596, be t called fimp!y 
Lord Vaux ibe sider” 


IX. 
STR ALDINGAR. 


Thi old fabulous legend is given from the Editor's falis 
IMS evith conjefural emendations, and the infertion of fome 
additional fanzas to fupply and compleat the fory. 

It has been fuggefied to the Editer, that the Author of this 
Poem feems to have bad in his eye the flory of Guntilda, whe 
is fometimez called Eleanor, and.axas married to the Emperor 
(here called King} Henry. 


oO” king he kept a falfe ftewarde, 
Sir Aldingar they him call; 

A falfer feward than he was one, 
Seevde not in bower nor hall. 


Ie wolde have layne by our comelye queene, § 


Her deere worfhippe to betraye : 
Our 


s 
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Our-queene fhe was a good woman, 
And evermore faid him aaye.- 


Sir Aldingar was wrothe in his mind, 
With her hee was never content, 
Till traiterous meanes he colde devyfe, 

In a fyer to have her brent. 


There came a lazar to the kings gate, 
“A lazar both blinde and lame: 

He tooke the lazar upon his backe, 
Hin on the queenes bed has layne. 


“Lye flill, lazir, wheras thou lyeft, 
“ Looke thou goe not hence away ; 

“¢ Ye make thee a whole man and a found 
“In two howers of the day *.” 


Then went him forth fir Aldingar, 
And hyed him to our king: 

“Tf I might have grace, as I have fpace, 
“ Sad tydings I could bring.” 

Say on, fay on, fir Aldingar, - 
Saye on the foothe to mee, 

* Our queene hath chofen a new new love, 
*¢ And thee will have none of thee, 
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© He probably infinuates that the Ring foould beal him by ag porwer of 
touching for the King's Evil, ; 
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“Tf thee had chofen a right good knight, 
* The leffe had beene her fhame; 

* But the hath chofe her a lazar man, 
‘¢ A lazar both blinde and lame.” 


If this be true, thou Aldingar, 
The tyding thou telleft to me, 

Theo will J make thee a rich rich knight, 
Rich both of golde and fee. 


But if it be falfe, fir Aldingar, 
As God nowe grant it bee! 

Thy body, I fveare by the holye rood, 
Shall hang on the gallows tree. 


He brought our king to the queenes chamber, 
And opend to him the dore. 

A lodlye love, king Harry fays, 
For our queene dame Elinore! 


If thou were a man, as thou art none, 
Here on my fword thoutt dye ; 

But a payre of new gallowes fhall be built, 
And there thalt thou hang on hye. 


Forth then hyed our king, I wyffe, 
And an angry man was hee; 

And foone he found queene Elinore, 
That bride fo bright of -blee. 
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Now God you fave, our queene, madame, 
And Chrift you fave and fee ; 

Heere you have chofen a newe newe love, 
And you will have none of mee, 


If you had chofen a right good knight, 
The feffe had been your fhame: 

But you have chofe you a lazar man, 
A lazar both blinde and lame, 


Therfore a fyer there fhall be built, 
And brent all fhalt thou bee.—— 

“ Now out alacke! faid our comly queene, 
Sir Aldingar’s falfe to mee. 


Now out alacke! fayd our comlye queene, 
My heart with griefe will braft, 

Thad thought {wevens had never been true ; 
Ihave proved them true at laf. 


I dreamt in my {weven on thurfday eve, 
In my bed wheras I laye, 

I dreamt a grype and a grimlie beat 
Had carryed my crowne awaye3 


My gorgett and my kirtle of golde, 
And ail my faire head-geere: - 
And he wold worrye me with his tuth 
And to his neft y-beare; 
E 3 
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Saving there came a litle gray’ hawke, 
A merlin him they call, 


Which untill the grounde did ftrike the grype, 


That dead he downe did fall. ‘ 


Giffe IT were a man, as now I am none, 
A battell wold I prove, 

To fight with that traitor Aldingar; 
Att him I caft my glove. 


But feeing Ime able noe battell to make, 
My liege, grant me a knight 

To fight with that traitor fir Aldingar, 
To maintaine me in my right.” 


“ Now forty dayes I will give thee 
To feeke thee a knight therin: 

If thon find not a knight in forty dayes 
Thy bodye it muft brenn.” 


Then thee fent eaft, and fee fent weft, 
By north and fouth bedeene : 

But never a champion colde the find, 
Wolde fight with that knight foe keene. 


Now twenty dayes were fpent and gone, 
Noe helpe there might be had; 

Many a teare fhed our comelye queene 
And aye her hart was fad, 


Ver. 97. fec below, ver. 137,” 
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Then came one of the queenes damseilles, 
And knelt upon her knee, 

“ Cheare up, cheare up, my gracious dame, 
Ttruf& yet helpe may be: 


And here I will make mine avowe, 
And with the fame me binde ; 

‘That never will l return to thee, 
TH! L fome helpe may finde.” 


Then forth fhe rode on a faire palfraye 
Oer hill and dale about: 

But never achampion colde fhe finde, 
Wolde fighte with that knight fo flout. 


And nowe the daye drewe on a pace, 
When our good queene muft dye; 
All woe-begone was that faire dameélle, 
When fhe found no helpe was nye. 


All woe-begone was that faire damsélle, 
And the falt reares fell from her eye: 

When lo! as the rede by a rivers fide, 
She met with a tinye boye, 


Atinye boye the mette, God wot, 
All clad in mantle of galde; 
He feemed noe more in mans likenéfe, 
Then a chide of four yeere olde, 
E4 
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Why grieve you, damfelle faire, he fayd, 
And what deth caufe you moane? 

The damf&ll {cant wolde deigne a looke, 
But fait fhe pricked on, 


Yet turn againe, thou faire damsélle, 
And greete thy queene from mee: 
Vhen bale is att hyeft, boute is nyeit, 
Nowe helpe encughe may bee. 


Bid her remember what fhe dreamt 
In her bedd, wheras fhee laye; 

How when the grype and the grimly beaft 
Wolde have carried her crowne awaye, 


Even then there came the litle gray hawke, 


And faved her from his clawes: 
Then bidd the queene be merry at hart, 
For heaven wiil fende her caufe, 


Back then rode that faire damsélle, 
And her hart it lept for glee: 

And when fhe told her gracious dame 
A gladd woman then was fhee. 

But when the appointed day was come, 
No helpe appeared nye: 

Then woeful, woeful was her hart, 
And the teares ftood in her eye, 
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And nowe a fyer was built of wood ; 

And a ftake was made of tree; - 150 
And now queene Elinor forth was led, 

A forrowful fight to fee. 


Three times the herault he waved his hand, 
And three times fpake on hye: 

Giff any good knight will fende this dame, 155 
Come forth, or thee muft dye. 


No knight flood forth, no knight there came, 
No helpe appeared nye: 
And now the fyer was lighted up, 
Queen Elinor fhe muft dye. 160 


And now the fyer was lighted up, 
As hot as hot might bee; 

When riding upon a little white fteed, 
The tinye boy they fee. 


‘“* Away with that ftake, away with thofe brands, 166 
And loofe our conelye queene: 

Iam come to fight with fir Aldingar, . 
And prove him a traitor keene.” . 


< 
Forthe then ftood fir Aldingar, 
But when he {aw the chylde, 170 
He laughed, and fcoffed, and turned his backe, 


And weened he had been beguylde. 
* Now 
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A prie®, a prie’, fayes Aldingar, x86 

Vite Tam a man alive, 

ie? 1, f yes Aldingar, 
e and fhrive. 

T wolde } xe by our comlie queene, 

Dor five wolde sever content; 3990 
Then lt chonght to berraye her unto our kinge 

r to have her brent. 

"There came a lazar to the kings gates, 

Al: ad lames 
J tooke the ¢ upon my backe, 198 


And on her bedd had his 
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Then ranne I to our comlye king, 
Phefe tidings fore to tell, 

But ever alacke! fayes Aldingar, 
Falfing never doth well. 


Forgive, forgive me, queene, madame, 
The fort time I] mut live. 

“ Nowe Chrift forgive thee, Aldingar, 
As freely 1 forgive.” : 


Here take thy queene, our king Harryé, 
And love her as thy life, 
For never had a king in Chrifentye, 


A truer and fairer wife. 


King Henrye ran to clafpe his queene, 
And loofed her fall fone: 

Then turad to look for the tinye boye ; 

The beye was vanifhit and gone. 


But firft he had touchd the lazar man, 
And flroakt him with his hand: 
The lazar under the gallowes tree 
All whole and founde did fland, 


The lazar under the gallowes tree 
Was comelye, ftraight and tall; 


King Henrye made him his head ftewarde 


‘To wayte withinn his hall. . 
> 
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XM 
THE GABERLUNZIE MAN. 


A Scortisn Sone, 


Tradition informs us that the author of this forg was K. 
James V. of Scotland. This prince (whyée charadter for 
wit asd libertinifm bears a great vefemblance to that of his 
gay fucceffor Charles LI.) was noted for frolling about his 
dominions in difeuife*, and for his frequent gallantries avith 
country girls, Two adventures of this hind he hath cele- 
brated with bis own pen, viz. in this ballad of Tur Ga- 
eertunzis May; and in another intitled Tue Joriy 
BxeGar, beginning thus: 


‘Thair was a jollic beggar, and a begging he was boun, 
And he tuik up his quarters into a land’art toun. 
Fa, la, la, &e. 


Tt feems to te the latter of thefe ballads (which was 
tos licenticus to be admitted into this collection) that is meant 
in the Catalogue of Royal aud Noble Authors+, where the 
ingenious writer remarks, That there is fomething very 
dudicrons in the young weman’s diftrefi when fhe thought her 
Sift favour had been thrown away upon a beggar. 

pp. Tanacr has attribsted to James F, the celebrated Bale 
lad of Curist’s Kink on THe Green, which is 
aferibed to K. Fames 1. in Bannatyne’s MS. written in 
15687 dnd notwithfanding that authority, the Editor of 
this Book is of opinion thai Bp. Tanner wai right. 

K. James V. died Dec. 13th, 15425 ae 


@ fe. of a tinker, beggar, &e. Thus be ufed to vifit a fmitk's 
doxgéter af Niddry, mar Edinburgh, + Vel. il. p, 203. 
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HE pauky auld Catle came ovir the lee 
Wi? mony good-eens and days to mee, 
Saying, Goodwife, for zour courtefic, 
Wiil ze lodge a filly poor man? 
The night was cauld, the carle was wat, § 
And down azout the ingle he fat; 
My dochters fhoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and fang, 


O wow! quo he, were I as free, 

As firtt when I faw this countrie, 18 

How blyth and merry wad I bee! 
And 1 wad nevir think lang. 

He grew canty, and fhe grew fain; 

But little did her auld miany ken 

What thir flee twa togither were fay’a, 1 
When wooing they were fa thrang, 


And O! quo he, ann ze were as black, 
As evir the crown of your dadyes hat, 
Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 
And awa wi’ me thou fould gang. 429 
And O! quoth fhe, ann I were as white, 
As evir the fnaw lay on the dike, 
lid clead me braw, and lady-like, 
And awa with thee lid gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 26 
They raife a wee before the cock, 
And wyliely they fhot the lock, 

2 And 
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Ard fat to the bent are they gane. 
Up the morn the auld wife raife, 
And at her leifure put on her claiths, 
Syne to che fervanes bed fhe gaes 

‘To {peir for the fily poor man. 


She gaed to the bed, whair the beggar lay, 

The trae was cauld, he was away, 

She clapt her hands, cryd, Dulefu’ day! 
Fer fome of our geir will be gane. 

Sore ran to coffer, and fome to kift, 

But nought was flown that could be mift. 

Sle dancid her lane, cryd, Praife be bleft, 
1 have lodgd a leal poor man. 


Since naithings awa, as we can learn, 
The kirns to kirn, and milk to ears, 


35 


40 


Gae butt the houfe, lafs, and waken my bairn, 


And bid her come quickly ben. 
The fervant géed where the dochter lay, 
The theets was cauld, the was away, 
And faft to her goodwife can fay, 
_. Shes aff with the gaberlunzie-man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 
And halt ze, find thefe traitors agen; 
For fhees be burnt, and hees be flein, 


Ver. 29. The Carline. Other copies. - 
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The wearyfou gaberlunzie-~man. 
Some rade upo horfe, fome ran a fit, 
The wife was wood, and out o’ her wit; 
She could na gang, nor yet could fhe fit, 

But ay did curfe and did ban, 


Mean time far hind ont owre the lee, 
For fang in a glen, where nane could fee, 
The twa, with kindlie fport and glee, 

Cut frae a new cheefe a whang. 
The priving was gude, it pleas’d them baith, 
To lo’e her for ay, he gae her his aith. 
Quo fhe, to leave thee, I will be laith, 

My winfome gaberlunzie-man, 


O kend my minny I were wi? zou, 
ilfardly wad fle crook her mou, 
Sic a poor man theld nevir trow, 

Aftir the gaberlunzie-mon. 
My dear, quo he, zee’re zet owre zonge; 
And hae na learnt the’ beggars tonge, 
To follow me frae toua to toun, 

And carrie the gaberluazie on. 


Wi’ kauk and keel, [lf win zour bread, 
And {pindles and whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentil trade indced 
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The gaberlunzie to carrie—o. 
Ill bow my leg and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout owre my ee, » 
A criple or blind they will cau me: 
While we fall fing and be merrie—o. 8o 


XI, 
ON THOMAS LORD CROMWELL. 


ft is ever the fate of @ difsraced minifier ta be forfaken 
by bis friends, and infulted by his enemies, always reckon- 
ing among the latter the giddy inconflant multitede. We 
have here a fpurn at fallen greatnefs from fome angry 


partifan of declining popery, who could never forgive the 
Es wil of their Diana, and lofi of their craft, The 


ballad feems to have been compofed derusen the time of Crom 
zuell’s commitment to the tower, June 11, 1540, and that 
of his being beheaded Fuly 28, following. A fhert intera 
wal! but Benry’s paffon for Catharine Howard would 
admit of nao delay. Notzwtihfanding cur libeller, Cromwell 
had many excellent qualities; his great fault was too much 
ebfequioufnefi to the arbitrary witt of his mafer; but let 
it be confidered that this mafter had raifed him from ebfewrits, 
and that the high born nobility bad frewn him the way in 
every kind of mean and fervile compliancem—~ The original 
copy printed at Londo in 1540, is mtitted, “A newe ballade 
*© made of Thomas Crumivel. called VROLLE ON AWAY." 
Tort is prefixed this difich by way of burthen, 


f 


‘Troile on away, troile on awaye. 
yuge heaye and howe ronibelowe trolle on away. 


BOTH 
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OTH man and chylde is glad to here tell 
Of that falfe traytoure ‘Thomas Crumweill, 
Now that he ig fet to learne to fpell. 
Synge trolle on away. 


When fortune lokyd the in thy face, 
Thou haddyf fayre tyme, but thou lackydyft grace; ¢ 
Thy cofers with golde thou fyllydit a pace. 

Synge, &c. 


Both plate and chalys came to thy fyit, 

Thou lockydit them vp where no man wyft, 

Ty}! in the kynges treafoure fuche thinges were my ft 
Synge, &c, 


Both cruft and crumme came thorowe thy handes, 19 
Thy marchaundyfe fayled over the fandes, 
Therfare nowe thou art layde faft in bandes, 

Synge, &c 


Fyrite when kynge Henry, God faue his grace { 

Perceyud myfchefe kyndlyd in thy face, 

Then it was tyme to purchafe the a place. 15 
Synge, &c, 


Hys grace was ever of genty!l nature, 
Mouyd with petye, and made the hys feruyture; 
But thou, as a wretche, fuche thinges dyd procure, 
Synge, &c. 
Vou. Il. F Thou 
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Thou dyd not remembre, falfe heretyke, 
One God, one fayth, and one kynge catholyke, 20 
For thou hail bene fo long a feyfmatyke. 

Synge, &c. 


Theu woldyf& not learne to knowe thefe thre; 

Bat ever was full of iniquites 

Wherfore al! this lands hathe ben troubled with che. 
Synge, &e. 


All they, that were of the new trycke, 26 
Agay nil the churche thou baddeft them flycke; 
Wherfore nowe thou hate touchyd the quycke. 


Syage, &e, 


Bothe facramentes and facramentalles 

‘Thou woldyft not firffre within thy walles; 

Nor jet vs praye for all chiyen foules. 30 
Synge, &c, 


OF what generacyon thoa were no tonge can tell, 
Whyther of Chaynie, or Syfchemell, 
Or elf fent vs fome the deuyll of hell. 

Synge, &o 


oy 


thou woldef scuer te vertue applye, 
Bat cauetyd exer to clymme to hye, 35 


nowe hatte thou trodden thy fhoo awrye. 
Synge, &e. 


Pore 220 dt Gain, or Ufrmael, See below, the Note, Bk If 
No. UT Roaxve 44. 
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Who-fo-cuer dyd winne thou wolde not lofe; 
Wherfore all Englande doth hate the, as I fuppofe, 
Bycaufe thou wait falfe to the redolent rofe. 

Synge, &c. 


Thou myghteft have learned thy cloth to flocke 49 

Upon thy grefy fullers Gocke; 

Wherfore lay downe thy heade vpon this blocke. 
Synge, &c. 


Yet fane that foule, that God hath bought, 

And for thy carcas care thou nought, 

Let it infre payne, a3 it hath wrought. 45 
Synge, &c, 


God faue kyng Henry with all hie power, 

And prynce Edwarde that good!ly flowre, 

With al hys lordes of great honoure. : 
Synge trolle on awaye, fyng trolle on away. 
Hevye and how rombelowe trolle on awaye. 

For. gt. Cromwell's father is generally faid to baue heen a Black fnith 


> Aut the autor of this Ba add infinwate that sider Be 
of &33 anceftors were Pullers by trade. 


t4+ The foregoing Piece pave rife to a poetic controver{p, 
scliich was carried on thro’ a fuceefion of feven or eight 
Batlads written for and againfi Lord CROMWELL. Thefe 
ave all preferved in the archives of the Antiquarian Society, 
tn @ large folio Collestion of Proclamations, ce. made ix the 
Reigus of K. Hen. VIL. K, Edw. V1, 2, Mary, 2, Eliz. 
K. James I, St, 
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XII. 
HARPALUS. 


AN ancient Encrisu PAsTorat. 


This beautiful poem, which is perhaps the firf attempt at 
paftoral writing in our language, is preferved among the 
Sones AnD Sonnetres of the carl of Surrey, (Fe. Ato. 
in that part of the colleBion, which confifts of pieces by 
UNCERTAIN AucrouRs. Thesfe poems were firft publified 
in 1657, ten years after that accomplifaed nobleman fell a 
widtim to the tyranny of Henry V IIT: but it is prefumed moft 
of them were compofed before the death of fir Thomas Wyatt 
in1g4t. See Surrey’s Poems, ato. fol. 19, 49+ 

Tho written perhaps near half a century before the Sutr~ 
WERD’S CALENDAR *, this will be found far fuperior to 
any of thofe Eclogues, in natural unaffected fentiments, in 
fimplicity of flyle, in eafy flow of verfiftcation, and all other 
beauties of paftoral poctry. Spenfer onght to have profited 
more by fo excellent a model, 


HYLIDA was a faire mayde, 
As frefh as any flowre; 
Whom Harpalus the herdman prayde. 
To be his paramour. 


Harpalus, and eke Corin, 5 
Were herdmen both yfere : 

And Phylida could twift and {pinne, 
And thereto fing full clere. 


% Firft publifhed in 15796 
: But 
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But Phylida was all té coye, 
For Harpalus to winne: 
For Corin was her onely joye, 

Who forfl her not a pinne. 


How often would fhe flowers twine ? 
How often garlandes make 

Of couflips and of colombine? 
And al for Corin’s fake. 


But Corin, he had haukes to lure, 
And forced more the field: 

Of lovers lawe he toke no cure; 
For once he was begilde. 


Harpalus prevailed nought, 
His Jabour all was loft; 

For he was fardeft from her thought, 
And yet he loved her moft. 


‘Therefore waxt he both pale and leane, 
And drye as clot of clay: 

His flefhe it was confumed cleane; 
His colour gone away. 


His beard it had not long be fhave ; 
His heare hong all unkempt: 
A man moft fit even for the grave, 
Whom fpitefull love had fpent. 
B 3 
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His face beiprent with feares : 
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Corin he liveth caréleffe: 
He leapes among the leaves: 

He cates the frutes of thy redreffe: 
Thou ‘reap’, he takes the fheaves. 


My beafles, a whyle your foode refraine, 
And harke your herdmans founde: 

Whom fpitefull love, alas! hath flaine, 
Through-girt with many a wounde, 


O happy be ye, bealtés wilde, 
That here your paflure takes: 
I fe that ye be not begilde 
Df thefe your fairhfull makes. 


The hart he feedeth by the hinde: 
The bucke harde by the do: 

The turtle dove is not unkinde 
Yo him that loves her fo. 


The ewe Me hath by her the ramme: 
The yong cow hath the bull: 
The calfe with many a lufly lambe 


2 


Do fede their hunger full, 


But, wel-away! that nature wrought 
The, Phylida, ( faire: 
For I may fay that I have bought 
Thy beauty all tO deare, 
F 4 
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What reafon is that crueldie 
Wh beautic fhould have aa 
Or els that fuch great tyrane 
Shoald dwell in womans shart? 


i fee therefore to dhape my death 
She oracily is pred; 

9 th'ende that F may want my breath s 
og dayes been at the 


O Cupide, graunt this my requel, 
And do nut feppe tine caress 
‘Phar fhe may feele within her bref 

‘Phe paines of miy difpsires : 


Of Carin t who’ is caréleffe, 
es flic may crave her fee: 
3 T have done in great difireiie, 
ee hat loved her fahinty 


But Gace that I fhal die her Clave; 
fer Gave, and eke her thrall: 

Wilte you, my freades, upon my grave 

"This chaunce that is befall, 


* Here Neth unhappy Harpsias 
** By ervell love now Gaine: 
* Whom Phylida unjuily thus 
* Hach murdred with dildsine.” 
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XII. 
ROBIN AND MAKYNE. 


AN ANCIENT ScorrisH Pastorar. 


The palm of paftoral poefy is here contefted by a cotempo~ 
rary writer with the auther of the foregoing. The critics 
will judge of their refpedliive merits; but muff make fome 
allowance for the preceding ballad, which is given fimply, 
as it fands in the old editions s swhereas this, which follows, 
has been rewifed and amended throughout by ALAN RAss~ 
suy, from whofe Kyer-Green, Vel. I. it is here chiefly 
printed. The curious Reader may however compare it with 
the more original copy, printed among “ Anctent Scettifh 
“© Poems, from the MS. of George Bannatyne, 1568, Edind. 
“1770, t2m0” Mr. Ropert HEneyson (to whom 
we are indebted for this Poem) appears to fo much advan- 
tage among the writers of eclogue, that we are forry we can 
give little other account of him befides what is contained in 
the following eloge, written by WH Dunbar, a Scottish poet, 
who lived 4, the middle of the 16th century: 

“In Dumferling, he ‘ Death} hath tane Broun, 
“ With gude Mr. Robert Henryfen.” 

Indeed fome little further infight into the hiffory of this 
Scottifh bard is gained from the title prefixed to fome of his 
poems a abet in the Britijt Mufeum; viz. “ The morall 
“+ Fabillis of Efop compylit be Maifter Ropert Hinit- 
“ SOUN, SCOLMAISTER of Dimfermling, 1571. Harleian 
MSS. 3865. § 1, 

Ju Ramfay’s Wverareen, Vol. I. whence thes above difich 
is extradled, are preferved two other little Dorte pieces by 
Henrgfon; the one intitled THE LYON and THE Mouse 
the other, THE GARMENT OF GuDg Lanyis, Some other 
of his Poems may be feen in the ** Ancient Scottifa Poems 
“ printed from Bannatyne’s MS." above referred to. 


ROBIN 
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ORIN fac on the gude grene hill, 
Keipand a Sock of fey 
kyne faid him t8, 
yon mes 
vi baich load and ll, g 


mands aie or aie 


SS 


tS 


RE ey 
Be hey nd, ee uurtas, ue sir of folr, 
nardy, uo 1 and is se 


* Qe ee dai in seri on — 3 


ay ta pe: itiy and le appelr, ; 
8 Be patient and privic.” 


MS. weds as adous, Bognd, at Reyad, at é 
oe, Fer. ate $o Hist ne danger. Sasvetyatt 


Robin, 
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Robin, he aofwert her againe, 
I wat not quhat is luve; 

Bat I haif marvel ia certaine 
Quhat makes thee thus wanrufe. 

The wedder is fair, and I am fain; 
My fheep gais hait abuve; 

And fould we pley us on the plain, 
They wald us baith reprave, 


Robin, tak tent unto my tale, 

“ And wirk all as [ reid; 

And thou fall haif my heart all hale, 
“ Bik and my maiden-heid: 

Sep God, he tendis bute for bale, 

“ And for murning remeid, 

“ Vdern with thee bot gif I dale, 

** Doubtlefs Iam but deid.” 


~ 


a 


Makyne, to-morn be this ilk tyde, 
Gif ye will meit me heir, 

Maybe my fheip may gang belyde, 
Quhyle we have liggd full neir; 

But maugre haif 1, gif I byde, 
Frae thay begin to Reir, 

Quhat lyes on heart I will nocht hyd, 
Then Makyne mak gude cheir, 


‘* Robin, thou reivs me of my reft; 
‘¢T luve bot thee alane.” 

Makyne, adieu! the fun goes weft, 
The day is neir-hand gave. 


25 


3° 


35 
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« Robin, 
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* Robin, in dule I am fo dreft, 
« That luve will be my bane.” 
Makyn, gae luve quhair-elr ye lift, 
Yer leman I luid nane. 


* Robin, I fland in fic a ftyle, 
 } fich and that full fai.” 

Makync, Lhave bene here this qtyle ; 
At hame I with Dwere. 

* Robia, my hinay, talk and finyle, 
“ Gif thou will do nse mair.” 

Makyne, fom other man begoyle, 


For hameward I will tare. 


aon his ways he went, 


as leif on tree; 


skyne marot aod made lament, 

him neir to fee. 

yil attowre the bent: 
Then Mahkyne cried cn hie, 

* Now may thou fing, for Iam flenc! 
% Quhar ailis luve at me??? 


Makyne went hame withouten fail, 
Aad weirylie could wep ; 

Then Robin in a full fair dale 
Affembit all his theip. 

Be that fome part of Makyne’s ail, 
Ont-throw his heart could creip; 

Hir fafi he followt to affail, 
And oll her tuke gude geip, 


55 


$a 


go 
Abyd, 
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Abyd, abyd, thou fair Makyne, 
A word for ony thing; 

Por all my luve, it fall be thyne, 
Withouten departing. 

All hate thy heart for ntl have myne, 
Ts all my coveting ; 

My fheip to morn qithyle houris nyne, 
Will need of nae keipiog. 


“ Robin, thou hall heard fung and fay, 
“Tn gefts and ftorys auld, 

“¢ The man that will not when he may, 
“ Sall have nocht when he wald. 

‘© | pray to heaven baith nicht and day, 
« Be eiked their cares fae cauid, 

‘“* That preffes firil with thee to play 
“ Be forreft, firth, or fauld.” 


Makyne, the nicht is foft and dry, 
The wether warm and fair, 

And the grene wod richt neir-hand by, 
Yo walk attowre all where: 

There may nae janglers us efpy, 
That is in luve contrair; 

Therim, Makyne, baith you and I 
Unieen may mak repair, 


- 


nk 


7 


wy 


Oe 


¥. 99. Bannatyne’s MS, bar woid, wot woudl, asin Ed. rz 


“ Robin, 
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% Robin, that warld is B HAW 4s FOS 
$$ A: mt es ¥S by 
rie 
$Eg 
+8 Mine t r tide we met.” tee 
neward biyth enough, 
Outowre the heltis hairs 
Pure Robin smrnd, and Makyne leagh 5 
Scho fang, and be fiebt fairs 
And & left bin: bayth wo and wreuch, ing 


tp dolor and in carey 
Keipand Ms herd uncer @ heuc 
Amang the rathy gait. 


FL ait, Baawstyar’s MS. res 
os 


above $l, ae BO, ae fe Ral pete, 
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XIV. 
GENTLE HERDSMAN, TELL TO ME. 
DraLocuet BETWEEN A PILGRIM. AND HEeRDSMAN. 


The foene of thts beautiful old ballad is laid near WH oe 
Sngham, in Norfolk, 4 where was ancientdy an image of the 
Firgin Mary, famous over all Europe for the numerous pila 
gr images made toit, and ihe great riches it poffefed. Eyraf- 
eases given a very exadl and humorous defcription of the 
y fuperfiitions prad d there in bis time. See bes account of the 
Viaco paratuacassia, ia dts colloguy, intitled, PERE- 
GRINATIO RELIGIONTS ERGO. He tells us, she rich offer- 
ings in flver, gald, and preciono flones, that were there flown 
him, were incredible, there being fearce @ perfei of any note 

ingland, dxf what fame time or other paid a vifit, or 
font 2 préfent t0 OUR LADY OF WALSINGHAM *. At the 
difelution of the monaeries in 1538, his [plendid it 
with another Sram Tpjv sich, was carried to Chelfea, and 
there burnt in the prefence of com rs; who, we try/t, 
sid not burn the jewels and the finery. 

This poem i : a the Editor's foli 
awhich bad greatly fuff er rd by the hand of time; but ve 
of feveral of the dias Pevke aining, fame conjediural L fuppiement: 

ave been atte vnpted, wodich, for greater exacties3, are it 
one ballad difinguifbed by Tealicks, : 


ws. 


3 


48s 


ENTUE heardfinan, tell to me, 
OF curtely [thee pray, 
Unto the towne of Walfingham 
Which is the right and ready way. 


ts os 


as 


Unie 


80 


AN OVEWSED | PLO EMS: 


* Unra the towne of Walfingham 5 
‘© The way is bard for to be gon; 

And verry crooked are thofe pathes 
“ Fer you to find out all alone.” 


Weere the miles doubled thrife, 

And the way never foe il, 1e 
Itt were not enough for mine offence; 

Itt is foe grievous and foe ill. 


* Thy yeeares are young, thy face is fatre, 
“ Thy witts are weake, thy thoughts are greene; 
** Time hath not given thee leave, as yett, 15 
* For to committ fo great a finne.” 


Yes, heardfman, yes, foe woldeft thou fay, 
If thou kneweft foe much as T; 
My witts, and thonghts, and all the reft, 
Have well deferved for to dye, 20 


I am not what I feeme to hee, 

My clothes and fexe doe differ farr: 
Tam a woman, woe is ine! 

Bors to greeffe and irkfome care. 


For my beloved, and well-beloved, 25 
My wayward cruelty could Rill: 

And though my teares will nought avail, 
Moft dearvely I bewail him ib 
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He was the flower of noble wights, 
None ever more fincere colde bee; 39 

Of comely mien and flape hee was, 
And tenderlye bee loved mee. 


When thus I faw he loved me well, 
1 grewe fo proud bis paine to fee, 

That I, whe did not know mytelfe, 
Thought feorne of fuck @ youth as hee, . 


* And grew foe coy and nice to pleafe, : 
As women’s lookes are often foe, 
He might not kiffe; nor hand forfooth, 
. Unieffe I willed him foe to doe. 49 
Thus being wearyed with delayes 
To fee I pittyed not his greeffe, 
He gott him to a fecrett place, 
And there he dyed without relecffe, 
And 


* Three of the following flanzas have been finely parapbrajed hy Dr. 
Gorpsmitn, in Sis charming ballad of Epwin ano Emmy the 
reader of tafis will have a pleafure in comparing them with the original, 

And fill Ltvy'd each fikle art, 
Iportunats and vainy 

And wbile bis paffion toack'd my beart, 
I triumpi'd in bis pain. 


Till quits dejected with my fear, i 
He left me to my pride; 
And fought a falitude forlorn, 
dn feerst, where be dy'd 


Vou, Il, G Rut 
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And for his ke thefe weeds I weare, 
And faerifice my tender age ; 
my bread, 


dm 
lt 


lergoe this pilgrimage. 


Se. 
Thus every day 1 ff and pray, 

And ever will doe all T dyes so 
And gett me to fome fecrett place, 

For fee did hee, and foe wil I. 


v, gentle heard/man, aike no more; 
But keepe my feeretts IT thee pray 3 
Unto the towne of Walfiogam 
Show me the right and readye way, 


4% 
We 


w goe thy wayes, and Ged before! 
* Por he maf ever guide thee {ls 
& Turne downe that dale, the nght hand path, 
* And foe, faire pilgrim, fare thee well G0 


there fortes departing Nd, 
jay we Gawws and dig: 


? 


wind fe for bse will A 


*.* To flew what confant tridate was paid te Own 
Rapy or Warsinoram, J flail give a few extradis 
from the “ Housnoty-Boox or Henry ALGERNON 
Parcy, (4 Earl of Nortinmberiand.”” Printed 1770, Sve. 

See. 
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Sc. XLII. pag. 337, Ge. 

Item, My Lorde ufith yerly to fend af Michaelmas for his 
Ladfchip’s Offerynge tocur Lady of Ualfyngcham.—iiij 4. 

Irem, My Lorde ufith ande accnflumyth 1 ford serehy for the 
upholdynge of the Light of Wax which vis Lordfchip fynd- 
ith birnynye yerly befor cur Lady of Walfyngham, conten- 
rye uj 1b. of Wax in it after vii d. ob. for the Sindnge 
of cvery Ih. redy wrought by a covenaunt maid with the 
Channon by great, far the hole yere, for the fyndinge of the 
faid Lyght byrnning,—vi t. vit d. 

Iran, My Lord wfeth and accuptomith to fyende yerely to the 
Channon that kepith the Light before our Lady of Walfyn- 
gham, for his reward for the bole rae for hepynge of 
the faid Light, lightynge of it at all fervice tymes dayly 
tharowst the ye1e,—k\\ de 

lreu, My Lard uftth and accuftomyth yerely to fend to the 
Profi that hepith the Light, tightynge of it at all fervice 
tymes daily theorist the yere;—¥\ 4, wij d. : 


XV. ; 
K.EDWARDIV.AND TANNER OF TAMWORTH 


Was a fiery of great fame among our anceflers. The au- 
thor of the Anv ov ExGiisw Poesia, 1589, 4t0, feems 
to feeuk of it as a real fatt.—Defcribing that vicious mode 
of fpecch, which the Greeks called Actzon, i.e, * When 
“we ufe a dark and shfeure urd, utterly repugnant to 
“ that we fomuld exprefs;” he adds, * Such manner of un- 
“ couth [peech did the Tanner of Tamworth ufe to king Ed~ 
“ avard the fourth; which Tanner, having a great while 
“ miflaken him, and ufed very broad salke with him, at 
“ length perceiving by his traine that it was the hing, war 
ts afraid he fusuld be punified for it, {and faid thus, with 
“* @ certain rude repentance, : 

“J hope I fhall be banged to-morrow, 
Gz St for 
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* for [I feare me} I fhall be hanged; whereat the ding 
“laughed a good *, not only to fee the Tanner's vaine 
“ feare, but alfo to beare hes illfbapen termes and gave 
“him for recompence of his good fport, the inderitance of 
‘ Phimpton-parke. Lam apRaip,” concludes this fagaci~ 
ous soriter, “THE PORTS OF OVR TIMES THAT 8PEAKE 
“SMORE FINELY AND CORREOTEDLY, WILL COME 
SerOO SHORT OF SUCH A REWARD,’ Pp. 2 t4emmem The 
phrafe, here referred to, is not found in this ballad at pre- 
Jfent $, but occurs with fome variation in another old poem, in~ 
titled Joun tHE REEVE, deferibed in the following volume, 
oft the Preface to THR Kix ano THE MILLER), via. 
* Nay, fayd Jobs, by Godt grace, 
* And Edward wer in this place, 
“© Hee fhold not touch this tonnes 
* He wold be wroth with Fohn L sore, 
“ Therefore I befhrew the foupe, 
“ That in his mouth fhold come” Pt. 2. fis 24. 


The following text is fele@ed (with fuck other correétions 
as occurred) from two copies in black letter, The one in the 
Bodleyan library, intitled, “\ A merrie, pleafant, and delec- 
* gable hiflerie betweene K. Edward the Fourth, and a 
“ Tanner of Tamworth, €s'c. printed at London, by Fobs 
*¢ Danser, 1596.’ Tbs copy, ancient as it now is, ap~ 
pears io have been modernized and altered at the time it was 
publiffed; and many vefiger of the more ancient readings 
were recovered from another copy, (though mere recently 
printed,) in one beet folio, witheut date, in the Pepys col» 
fection. : 

But shefe are both very inferior in point of antiquity to the 
old Balled of Tar Kine anv tux Barker, reprinted 
with other Pieces of Ancient Popular Poetry from Authen- 
“te Mannferipts and old Printed Copies, (c.” Lond. 
x79t, Swe. ds that very antigue Poers had never occurred 
te the Editer of the Reliques, till he faw it in the above 
collection, be now refers the curtour Reader to it, as an im- 
perfect and incorred? copy of the old original Ballad, 


& Fid. Gigh } Nor in that of the Bagxar mentioned below. _ 
IN 
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N fummer time, when leaves grow greene, 
if And bloffoms bedecke the tree, 
King Edward wolde a hunting ryde, 

Some paftime for to fee. 


With hawke and hounde he made him bowne, 
With horne, and eke with bowe ; 

To Drayton Baffet he tooke his waye, 
With all his lordes a rowe, 


tb, 


And he had ridden ore dale and downe 

By eight of clocke in the day, : 10 
When he was ware of a bold tannér, 

Come ryding along the waye. 


A fayre roffet coat the tanner had on 
Faft buttoned under his chin, 

And under him a good cow-hide, 15 
And a mare of four fhilling *. 


Nowe ftand you fill, my good lordes all, 
Under the grene wood fpraye ; 
And I will wend to yonder fellowe, 
To weet what he will faye. . 20 


* Inthe reign of Ediward IF. Dame Cecil, lady of Torboks, in ber 
will dated March 7, 4. D. 14565 among many other bequefis bas this, 
“ Aife L will that my fonne Thomas of Torbote have 135. gd. te buy dim 
‘© an Serf.” Vid. Harleian Catalog. 2476. 27. Now if 135. 44. 
wweuld purchafe a fled ft for a perfen of quality, & tanner’s borfe might 
recjonably be valued at four or five shillings. . 


Gs God 
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God fpeede, God fpeede thee, faid our king. 
Thou art welcome, fir, fayd hee, 

*© The readyeft waye to Drayton Baflet 
I praye thee to fhewe to mee.” 3 

*¢ To Drayton Baffet woid® thou goe, 25 
Fro the place where thou doft fland? 

‘The next payre of gallowes thou comet unto, 
‘Turne in vpon thy right hand.” 


That is an unreadye waye, fayd our king, 

Thou deeft but jet I fees 30 
Nowe fhewe me out the neareft waye, 

And I pray thee wend with mee, 


Awaye with a vengeance! quoth the tanner; 
Thold thee out of thy witt: 

All deye have Irydden on Brocke my mare, 3g 
And Lam failing yett. 


“ Go with me downe to Drayton Baffet, 
No daynties we will {pare ; : 
All daye flialt thou eate and drinke of the beft, 
And I will paye thy fare.” etude.’ 
s 
Gramercye for nothing, the tanner replyde, 
Thou payeft no fare of mine: 
I trowe P've more nobles in my purfe, 
Than thou haft pence in thine. — 
God 
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God give thee joy of them, faydthe king, < 45 
And fend them well to priefe. 

The tanner wolde faine have beene away, 
For he weende he had beene a thiefe. 


What art thou, hee fayde, thou fine fellowe, 
Of thee I am in great feare, < so 

For the cloathes, thou weareft upon thy backe, 
Might befeeme a lord to weare. 


I never ftole them, quoth our king, 
I tell you, fir, by the roode. 

* Then thou playeft, as many an unthriftdoth, ¢¢ 
And ftandeft in midds of thy goode *.” 


What tydinges heare you, fayd the kynge, 
As you ryde farre and neare ? 
* T heare no tydinges, fir, by the maffe, 
But that cowe-hides are deare.” 60 


* Cowe-hides! cowe-bides! what things are thofe ? 
I marvell what they bee?” 

What art thou a foole ? the tanner reply’d ; 
I carry ene under mee. 


What craftfinan art thou, faid the king, 65 
I praye thee tell me trowe: 

“Tama barker }, fir, by my trade; 
Nowe tell me what art thou?” 


. 


¥ fe. baft no other wealth, but what thou carvicft about thee. 
+ Les a dealer in Bark. 


G4 Tam 
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I am a poore courtier, Gr, quoth he, 

‘That am forth of fervice worne ; 72 
And faine I wolde thy prentife bee, 

Thy canninge for to learne. 


Martye heaven forfend, the tanner replyde, 
That thou my prentife were: 

Thou wold {t fpend more good than I fhold winne 75 
By fortye fufling a yere. 


Yet one thinge wolde I, fayd our king, 
If thou wilt not feeme flrange: 
Thoughe my borfe be better than thy mare, 
Yet with thee I faine wold change. 89 


“Why if with me thou faine wilt change, 
As change full well maye wee, 

By the faith of my bodye, thou proude felldwe, 
I will have fome boot of thee.” 


‘That were again€ reafon, fayd the king, 8x 
I fweare, fo mote I thee: 

My horfe is better than thy mare, 
And that thou well mayft fee. 


** Yea, fir, but Brocke is gentle and mild, 
And fofily the will fares 

‘Thy horfe is unrulye and wild, I wifs; 
Aye tkipping here and theare,” 


What 
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What boote wilt thou have? our king reply’d ; 
Now tell me in this found. ; 

* Noe pence, nor half pence, by my faye, 95 
But a noble in gold fo round.” 


« Fere’s twentye groates of white moneyé, 
Sith thou will have it of mee.” 

IT would have fworne now, quoth the tanner, 
Thou hadf& not had one pennié. 190 


But fince we two have made a change, 
A change we muft abide, ; 
Although thon hafl gotten Brocke my mare, 
Thou getiefk not my cowe-hide. 


I will not have it, fayd the kynge, 105 
Ufveare, fo mought I thee; 

Thy foule cowe-hide I wolde not beare, 
If thou woldtt give it to mee. 


‘The tanner hee tooke his goad cowe-hide, 

That of the cow was hilt; 110 
And threwe it upon the king’s fadélle, 

That was foc fayrelye gilte. 


Now help me up, thon fine felldwe, 
‘Tis time that 1 were gone : s 
When I come home to Gyllian my wife, arg 


Sheel fay | am a gentilmon.” 
The 


90 
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The king he tooke him up by the legge; 
‘The tanner a f * * Jett fall, 
Nowe mafrye, good fellowe, fayd the kyng, 
Thy courtefye is but fmall. 120 


When the tanner he was in the kinges fadélle, 
And his foote in the firrup was; 

He marvelled greatlye in his minde, 
Whether it were golde or brafe. 


But when his fteede faw the cows taille wagge, 325 
And eke the blacke cowe-horne ; 

He flamped, and flared, and awaye he ranne, 
As the deyill had him borne. 


The tanner he pulld, the tanner he fweat, 
And held by the pummil faft: 1390 
At length the tanner came tumbling downe s 
His necke he had well-nye braft. 
SS 
Yake thy horle again with a vengeance, he fayd, 
With mee he thall not byde. 
“Ny horfe wolde have borne thee well enoughe, 134 
But he knewe not of thy cowe-hide, 


Yet if againe thon faine woldft change, 
As change full well may wee, > 
By the faith of my bodye, thou jolly tannér, 
I will have forme boote of thee.” "149 


What 
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What boote wilt thou have, the tanner replyd, 
Nowe tell me in this ftounde ? : 

** Noe pence nor halfpence, fir, by my faye, 
But I will have twentye pound.” 


“ Here’s twentye groates out of my purfe; 145 
And twentye I have of thine: 

And I have one more, which we will {pend 
Together at the wine.” 


The king fet a bugle horne to his mouthe, 
And blewe both loude and fhritle: 150 
And foone came lords, and foone came knights, 
Faft ryding over the hille, 


Nowe, out alas! the tanner he cryde, 
That ever I fawe this daye ! 

Thou art a flrong thiefe, yon come thy fellowes 155 
Will beare my cowe-hide away. 


They are no thieves, the king replyde, 
If{weare, foe mote I thee: 

But they are the lords of the north countréy, 
Here come to hunt with mee. 16a 


And foone before our king they came, < 
And knelt downe on the grounde : 

Then might the tanner have beene awaye, 
He had lever than twentye pounde. z 

F A coller, 
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A coljer, a coller, here: fayd the king, 165 
A coller he loud gan crye: 

Then wonlde be lever then twentye pound, 
He had not beene fo nighe. 


A coller, a coller, the tanner he fayd, 

1 trowe it will breed forrawe : 170 
After a coller commeth a halter, 

I trow I fhall be hang'd to-morrowe, - 


Be not afraid Tanner, faid our king ~ 
I tell thee, fo mought I thee, 

Lo here I make thee the beit efquire 175 
That is in the North countrie *. 


For Plumpton-parke I will give thee, 
With tenements faire befide: 

*Tis worth three huadred markes by the yeare, 
To maintaine thy good cowe-hide, 189 


Gramercye, my liege, the tanner replyde, 
For the favour thou haft me fhowne; 

If ever thou comeft to merry Tamworth, 
Neates leather fhall clout thy floen. *,* 


* This flarxa ts reflored from a guctation of this Ballad in Sclden's 
« Titles of Honeur,” xvbe produces ti as a authority ts prove, that 
ane mode of creating Esquiars af that fime, was by the impofition of @ 
Coxar. Hila wards are, < Nor is that old pamphlet of the Tanner of 
* Tamusrth and King Edward the Fourth fo contemptible, but that wee 
* may thenee mote alfo an obfervable paflage, whercia tbe ufe of making 
« Efquires, by giving Collars, is expreffed?? (Sub Tit. Efquire; &F 
wide in Spebnanni Gloffar, Armiger.) This form of creating Efpuires ace 
tually exis at 16it day among the Sojeants at Arms, who are srvefed 
with a Collar (wich they wear on Collar Days) by the King bimfelf- 
This information I owe te Samuel Pegge, Efq. te whom the Publick is 
indebted for that curious work the CUaLALtAy 4fo. 
XVI. AS 
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XVI. ‘ 
AS YE CAME FROM THE HOLY LAND. 


DIALOGUE BETWEEN A PILGRIM AND TRAVELLER. 


The feene of this fong is the fame asin Num. XIV. The 
pilgrimage to Wallingham Sugctfied the plan of many pope- 
far pieces. In the Pepys colledfion, Fol. I. p. 226, is « 
hind of Interlude in the old ballad Pyle, of which the fir 


Aanza alone is worth reprinting. 


As I went to Walfingbam, 

‘To the flirine with fpeede, 
fet I with a jolly palmer 

Ina pilgrimes weede. ‘ 

Now Gad you fave, you jolly palmer! 
+ Welcome, lady gay, 

“ Oft have I {ued to thee for love.” 
~-Oft have Ifaid you nay. 


Vhe pilgrimages undertaken on pretence of religion, were 
often produdiive of affairs of gallantry, and led the votaries 
to no other forine than that of Fenus *, 

The following ballad was once very popular; it is quoted 
in Fletcher's © Kut. of the burning pefile,? Ad IL. vs alt, 
and in another old play, called, * Hans Beer-poty bis is~: 
viftle Comedy, to.” gto. 1618; Ae L—~The copy below 
was communicated to the Editor by the late My. Shenfione 
as corrected by him from an ancient copy, and fupplied with 


« concluding fanza. - 


% Even in the time of Langland, pilgrimages to Walfingham were wt 
wufavourable to the rites of Venus, Thus in bis Viffont of Pierce Plow 
man, fo. I 

DHermets on a heare. with poked ftaves. 

THenten to THallingham, and her ¢ wenches alter. 


fhe theirs 


5 We 
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ced this, and Gentise BHernsman, Se. 
: volume, upon a prefumption that they muft 
» becn written, if not before the diffelution of the moe 
es, yer while the remembrance of them was freph is 
ds of the people. 


ne/ 
the mt 


S ye came from the holy fand 
Of blefied Walfingham, 
O met you not with my trie love 
As by the way ye came? 


** How fhould I know your true love, 5 
“That have met many a one, 

* As L came from the holy land, 
6 That liavye both come, and gone?” 


My love is neither white *, nor browne, 
But as the heavens faire 5 - 10 
~ ‘There is none hath her form divine, 
Hither in earth, or ayre. 


% Such an one did I meet, good fir, 
** With an angelicke face ; 

« Who like a nymphe, a queene appeard 15 
*< Both in her gait, her grace.” 


Yeo: fhe hath cleane forfaken me, 
And left me all alone; 
Who feme time loved me as her life, 
And called me her owne. 20 


# fe, pale 
fae? 6 What 


AMCIEN T POEMS. «3 


** What is the canfe fhe leaves thee thus, 


And a new way doth take, 


“ That fome times loved thee as her life, 


«¢ And thee her joy did make ?” 


I that loved ber all my youth, 
Growe old now a3 you fee; 
Love liketh not the falling fruite, 

Nor yet the withered tree. 


For love is like a careleffe childe, 
Forgetting promife paft: 

He is blind, or deaf, whenere he lift; 
His faith is never faft. 


His fond defire is fickle found, 
And yieldes a truftleffe joyce; 
Wonne with a world of toil and care, 
And loft ev’n with a toye. 


Such is the love of womankinde, 
Or Loves faire name abuifde, 
Beneathe which many vaine defires, 

And follyes are excufde. 


* But true love is a lafting fire, 
* Which viewlefs veftals * tend, 
‘ That burnes for ever in the foule, 
* And knowes nor change, nor end,’ 


® fix Angels 


25 
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AVIL 
Teen etoeNe dt oak, 


A Scorrisn Fracuanr. 


As this fue morfel of bercic poetry hath generally paft for 
aucient, it is here thrown to the end af our earlieft pieces; 
thar fuck as doubs of its age, may the better compare tt with 
other pieces of venuine antiguity. For after all, there is 
more than reafin to fufped, that it owes maf? of its beauties 
(if not its whole exifence) to the pen of a lady, within the 
prefeat century. The following particulars may be depended 
on. Airs. Wardlaw, whofe maiden name was Halket (aunt 
to the Jate Sir Peter Halket, of Pitferran, in Scotland, wie 
seas killed in America, along swith general Bradock, in 

75), pretended fhe had found this Poem, written on fhreds 
of paper, employed for what is called the bottoms of clues. 
A fefpicion arafe that it was her oxun compofition. Some 
ablejudges afferted it tobe modern, The lady did in a man- 
ner acknowledge it to be fo Being defived to fhew an ad- 
ditional flanza, as a proof of this, fle produced the 2 laf? 
beginning with “ There’s nae light,” Sc. whick were 
nat in the copy that was firft printed. The late Lord Pre- 
fident Forbes, and Sir Gilbert Elliot, of Minto (late Lord 
Fupice Clerk for Scotland) who bad believed it ancient, 
contributed to the expence of publifhing the. firfi Edition, 
in folio, 17 1Qe-—~T his account was tranfmitted from Scotland 
by Sir David Dalrymple, the late Lord Hailes, who yet 
ewas of opinion, that part of the ballad may be ancient; buf 
retouched and much enlarged by the lady abovementioned, 
Indeed he bad been informed, that the late William Thomp- 
fon, the Scottife. muffcian, who publifhed the Oxrneus 
CALEDONIUS, 1733, 2 vols. Svo. declared he had heard 
Fragments of it repeated in his infancy, before Mrs, Ward 
law's copy was heard of. 

The 
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The Poem is here printed from the original Edition, as 
it was prepared Me the prefs with the additional impreve- 
ments. (See below, page 111.) 


t, 
i! ftept he eaft the wa’, 
And ftately ftept he weft, 
Full feventy years he now had feen, 
Wi? fcarce feven years of reft. 
He liv’d when Britons breach of faith 
Wrought Sectiand mickle wae: 
And ay his {word tauld to their coft, 
He was their deadiye fae. 


Ie 


ie 

High on a hill his caftle flood, 
With ha’s and tow’rs a height, 

And goodly chambers fair to fe, 
Where be lodged mony a knight. 

His dame fae pcerlefs anes and fair, 
For chat and beauty deem’d, 

Nae marrow had in all the land, 
Saye Evewor the queen, 


IS 


Linke 
Full thirteen fons to him the bare, 
All men of valour ftour; 
In bloody fight with fword in hand 
Nine loft their lives bot doubt: 
Four yet remain, lang may they live 
To ftand by liege and land; 
High was their fame, high was their might, 
And high was their command. 
Vou. Il. H 
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1, 
Great love they bare to Farry fair, 
Their fifter faft and dear, 
Her girdle fhaw’e her middle gimp, 
Aad gowden glift her hair. 
What waefu’ wae her beauty bred? 
Waef’ to young and auld, 
Waefu’ I trow to kyth and kia, 
As flory ever tauld. 


v 

The king of Norfe in fummer tyde, 
Paff’d up with pow’r and might, 

Landed in fair Scotland the ifle 
With mony a hardy knight. 

The tydings to our good Scots hing 
Came, as he fat at dine, 

With noble chiefs in brave aray, 
Drinking the blood-red wine. 


Vie 

“ To horfe, to horfe, my royal liege, 
Your faes fland on the frand, 

Full twenty thoufand glittering {pears 
The king of Norfe commands.’’ 

Bring me my fteed Mage dapple gray, 
Our good king rofe and cry’d, 

A truftier beaft in a’ the land 
A Scots king nevir try’d. 


35 


go 
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Vit. 
Go little page, tell Hardyknute, 
That lives on hill fae hie, 50 
To draw his fiword, the dread of faes, 
And haffe and follow me. 
The little page flew {wift as dart. 
Flung by his mafler’s arm, 
*€ Come down, come down, lord Hardyknute, 55 
And rid your king frac harm.” - 


VIL. 

Then red red grew his dark-brown cheeks, 

Sze did his dark-brown brow ; 
His looks grew keen, as they were wont 

In dangers great to do; 60 
He’s ta’en a horn as green as plafs, 

And gi’en five founds fae fhill,. 
That trees in green wood {hook thereat, 

Sae loud rang ilka hill. 


1X. 
His fons in manly {port and glee, 6s 
Had paft that fummer’s morn, 
When law down in a grafly dale, 
They heard their father’s horn: 
That horn, quo’ they, ne‘er founds in peace, 
We've other {port to bide. 99 
And foon they hy’d them up the hill, 
And fceon were at his fide. 


H 2 xe Late 
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xX. 
% Late late the yeftreen I ween’d in peace 
To end my Jengthened life, 
My ages might well excufe my arm 
Frae manly feats of ftrife; 
But now that Norfe do’s proudly boatt 
Fair Scotland to inthrall, 
It’s ne’er be faid of Hardyknute, 
He fear’d to fight or fall. 


XI. 

* Robin of Rothfay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrows thoot fae leel, 

‘That mony a comely countenance 
They’ve turnd to deadly pale. 

Brade Thomas take you but your lance, 
You need nae weapons mair, 

If you fight wi’t as you did anes 
’Gaink Weflmoreland’s fierce heir. 


Xi2s 
* And Malcolm, light of foot as ftag 
‘That runs in foreft wild, 
Get me my thoufands three of men 
Well bred to fword and fhield : 
Bring me my horfe and harnifine, 
My blade of mettal clear, 
If faes but ken’d the hand it bare, 
They {oon had fled for fear. 


ad 
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** Farewell my dame fae peerlefs good, 
(And took her by the hand), 

Fairer to me in age you feem, 
Than maids for beauty fam’d. 

My youngett fon flall here remain 
To guard thefe flately towers, 

And fhut the filver bolt that keeps 
Sae fat your painted bowers.” 


XIV. 

And firft fhe wet her comely cheiks, 
And then her beddice green, 

Her filken cords of twirtle twit, 
Well plett with filver fheen ; 

And apron fet with mony a dice 
Of needle-wark fae rare, 

Wove by nae hand, as ye may guefs, 
Save that of Fatryy fair. 


Xx 

And he has ridden o'er muir and mofs, 
O’er hills and mony a glen, 

When he came to a wounded knight 
Makiag.a heavy mane ; 

“ Here maun I lye, here maun I dye, 
By treacherie’s faife guiles ; 

Witlefs I was that e’er ga faith 
To wicked woman's imiles.” 


ot 
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XVI. 
“ Sirknight, gin you were in my bower, 
To lean on filken feat, 
My lady’s kindly care you'd prove, 
Who ne'er knew deadly hate: 
Herielf wou'd watch you a’ the day, 
Her maids a dead of night ; 
And Farriy fair your heart wou'd chear, 
As fhe ands in your fight, 


RVIL. 
* Arife young knight, and mount your flead, 
Full lowns the fhysand day; 
Choofe frac my menzie whom ye pleafe 
To lead you on the way.” 
With imilelefs look, and vilage wan 
The wounded knight reply’d, 
* Kind chickain, your intent purfue, 
For here I maun abyde. 


XVII, 
To me nae after day nor night 
Can e’re be fweet or fair, 

But foon beneath fome draping tree, 
Cauld death fhall end my care,” 
With him nae pleading might prevail; 

Brave Hardyknute to gain 
With faireft words, and reafon ftrong, 
Strave courteoufly in vaio, 


r2¢ 


140 
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XIX. 

Syne he has gane far hynd out o’er 
Lord Chattan’s land fae wide ; 

That lord a worthy wight was ay, 
When faes his courage fey’d: 

Of Pidith race by mother’s fide, 
When Pi&s rul’d Caledon, 

Lord Chattan claini’d the princely maid, 
When he fay’d Pictith crown, 


x 

Now with his fierce and flalwart train, 
He reach’d a rifing hight, 

Quhair braid encampit on the dale, 
Norfs menzie lay in ficht. 

** Yonder my valiant fons and feirs 
Our raging revers wait 

On the unconquert Scottith fward 
To try with us their fate. 


XX¥e 

Make orifons to him that fay'd 
Our fauls upon the rude ; 

Syne bravely thaw your veins are fill'd 
With Caledonian blude.” 

Then furth he drew his trufly playe, 
While thoufands all around 


Drawn frae their fheaths glanc’d in the fun; 


And loud the bougles found, 
H¢ 
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XXIT. 
To joyn his king adoun the hill 
In haft his merch he made, 179 
While, playand pibrochs, minftralls meit 
Afore him flately ftrade. 
* Thrice welcome valiant ftoup of weir, 
Thy nations fhield and pride; 
Thy king nae reafon has to fear 175 
When thou art by his fide,” 


XXETT. ‘ 
When bows were bent and darts were thrawn; 
For thrang fcarce cou’d they flee ; 
The darts clove arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the tree. 189 
Lang did they rage and fight fu’ fierce, 
With little fkaith to mon, 
But bloody bloody was the field, ~ 
Ere that lang day was done, 


XXIV. 
The king of Scots, that findle brook’d 185 
‘The war that look’d like play, 
Drew his braid {word, and brake his bow, 
Sia bows feem’d but delay. 
Quoth noble Rothfay, ‘ Mine I'll keep, 
I wat it’s bled a fcore,”” 199 
Hafle up my merry men, cry’d the king, 
As he rode on before. 


SAXVe The 
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XXV. 

The king of Norfe he fought to find, 
With hin to menfe the faught, 

But on his forehead there did light 195 
A tharp unfonfie fhaft ;_ 

As he his hand put up to feel 
The wound, an arrow keen, 

© waefu’ chance! there pinn’d his hand 
In midit between his een. 200 


XXVIe 
* Revenge, revenge, cry’d Rothfay’s heir, 
Your mail-coat fha‘ na bide 
The ftrength and fharpnefs of my dart:” 
Then fent ic through his fide. 
Another arrow well he mark’d, 205 
Tt piere’d his neck in twa, 
His hands then quat the filver reins, 
He low as earth did fa’, 


XXVII- 
** Sair bleids imy liege, fair, fair he bleeds {” 
Again wi’ might he drew 210 
And gefture dread his fturdy bow, 
Fait the braid arrow flew: 
Wae to the knight he ettled at; 
Lament now queen Elgreed; 
High dames too wail your darling’s fall, 22§ 
Mis youth and camely meed, 
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as it qwin’d, 
theangh quinhh, 
} 320 


giatit ie tall, aes 
erg and arme flrong, 


ad, * Where is Hardyknute fae fan’¢, 
dnd fear’d at Britain’s throne: 
i tremble at his name, 


Y areke finn wail, 220 


eer my ced was made fae fharp, 


5 


ae fafs Nis coat of mail” 


‘Yhat brag his flout heart cou’d na bide, 
is fent him youthf? micht : 


Pm Hardyknute; this day, he cry’d, 235 
To Seotiand’s king T heght 
To lay thee low, as horfes hoof; 


My word [mean to kee fay 
Syne with the fra ftroke eer he frake, 


He garr’d his body biced, EES 


xxxi, Noris’ 
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Norfs* een Uke gray gofehawk’s flair’d wyid, 
He Ogh’d wi thame and fpite; 

** Difgrac’d is now my far-fam’d arm 
That left thee power to firike y” 

Then ga’ bis head a blow fae fell, 
It made him doun to Roup, 

As laigh as he to ladies us’d 


guile to lout, 


Jn courtly 
XENI. 
Fu’ (oon he rais’d his bent body, 
His bow he marvell’d Gir, 
Sin blows tiil then on him but darr’d 
As touch of Faraxuy fairs 
Norfe marvell’d tod as fair as he 
To fee hie {lately look; 
Sae foon as c’er he ftrake a fae, 
Sae foon his life he took. 


MAXI. 
Where like a fire to heather fet, 
v 
Ane fturdy fae with look enrag’d 
Up toward him did prance ; 
He {purr’d his feid through thickeft ranks 
‘The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha ftood unmov’d at his approach 
Nis fury to repell, 
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XXXIV. 

« That fhort brown thaft fae meanly trimm’d, 
Looks like poor Scotlands gear, 

But dreadfull feems the rudy point!” 
And loud he leugh in jear. 

« Of Britons bood has dimm’d its fline ; 
This point cut fhort their vaunt.:” 

Syne piere’d the boafters bearded check 3 > 
Nae time he took to taunt. 


XXRV, 

Short while he in his faddle fwang, 
His firrup was nae flay, 

$ae feeble hang his unbent knee 
Sure taiken he was fey: 

Swith on the harden’t clay he fell, 
Right far was heard the thud; 

But Thomas look’: nae as he lay 
All waltering in his blud; 


XXXVI 

With carelefs gefture, mind unmov’t, 
On rode he north the plain ; 

His feem in throng of fierceft ftrife, 
When winner ay the fame: 

Not yet his heart dames dimplet cheek 
Could meafe foft love to bruik, 

Till vengefu’ Ann return’d his feorn, 
‘Then languid grew his luik.. 


265 


270 


ate 


285 


5 xxxvite Ie 


ANCIENT POEMS. 109 


XEXVIT. 
In thraws of death, with walowit cheik 
All panting on the plain, ago 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 
Ne’re to arife again 3 
Ne’re to return to native land, 
Nae mair with blithfome founds 
To boaft the glories of the day, 203 
And fhaw their thining wounds. 


XXXVIITe 

On Norways coaft the widowit dame 

May wath the rocks with tears, 
May lang luik ow’r the fhiplefs {cas 

Befor her mate appears. goo 
Ceafe, Emma, ceafe to hope in vaing 

Thy lord lyes in the clay ; 
The valiant Scots nae revere thole 

To carry life away. 


XXXIX, 
Here on alee, where ftands a crofs qos 
Set up for monument, 
Thoufands fu’ fierce that fummer’s day 
Fill’d keen war’s black intent. 
Let Scots, while Scots, praife Hardyknute, 
Let Norfe the name-ay dread, Zio 
Ay how he faughr, aft how he fpar’d, 
Shall lateft ages read. 
xt. Now 
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Xie 
Now loud and chill blew th’ wefllin wind, 
Sair beat the heavy fhower, 
Mirk grew the night ere Hardyknute 31s 
Wan near his flately tower. 
His tow’r that us’ wi? torches blaze 
To thine fae far at night, 
Seem’d now as black as mourning weed, 
Nae marvel fair he figh'd, 420 


XL. 
‘s There’s nae light in my lady’s bower, 
There’s nae light in my ha’; 
Nae blink fhines round my Farary fairy 
Nor ward ftands on my wa’ 
* What bodes it? Robert, Thomas, fay 3’ 32 
Nae anfwer ftts their dread. 
Stand bick, my fons, Ple be your guide ;” 
Bat by they paft with fpeed. 


o ERE E 

As faft I've {ped owre Scotlands faes,”— 

There ceas’d his brag of weir, 33° 
Sair fham’d to mind ought but bis dame, 

And maiden Patrny fair 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear 

Ne will nae yet; wi’ dread 
Sair fhook his body, fair his limbs, ° 335 

And a’ the warrior fled, 

x # & & & 
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*% In an elegant publicetion, intitled, * Scottit Tra- 
" vic Ballads, printed by and for 3. Nichols, 1781, Seo.” 
may be Jeen a continuation of the Ballad of HARDY KNUTE, 
by the addition of a Srconn Paer, which bath fince been 
ackucwledged to be his cxwn compoftion, by the ingenious Edi- 
tor——To whom the late Sir D. Dalrymple communicated 
(fubfeguent to the accouit drawn up above in p.gh.) extrads 

of a iter from $5 Jour Bauce, of Kinrofs, to Lerd 
Binning, which plainly proves the pretended dtfcoverer of the 
fragment of Hardykaute to have been Sir Fohn Bruce himfelf, 
His avords are, “To perform my promtfe, I fend you a 
* sprue copy of the Alanufeript L found fome seeks ago in a 
© vault at Dunserline, 7 is writien on vellum in a fair 
*: Qothic charader, but fo niuch defaced by time, as you'll 
And that the tenth part is not legible.” He then gives 
the whole fragment as it was firft publifhed in 1719, fave 
ene or trvo flanzes, marking feveral paffages as having 
perified by being illegible in the old DIS. Hence it appears,’ 
that Sir Fobn was the auibor of WaRovXxure, but after- 
wvards ufed Mrs. Wardlaw te be the midwife of his Peetry, 
and fuppreffed the frory of the vault; as ts well obferved 
by the Euitor of the Tragic Bailads, &c. of Maitland’s 
Scot. Poets, aol. L, p. cxxrit, 

To this gentleman we are indebted for the ufe of the copy, 
auhence Vie fecond edition was afterwards printed, as the 
Same was prepared for the prefs by Fobu Clerk, M.D. of 
Edinburgh, ax intimate companion of Lord L'refident Forbes. 

The tithe of the jixfl editios was, “* HARDYKNUTE, A 
“Fracment. Ldinburgh, printed for James Warfon, 
6 fo'c. 1919," folio, 12 pares. 

Stanzas not int the firff eaition are, Nes. 17, 18, 20, 22, 
22, 23, 34) 38) 30+ 37, At, 42 

In the prefeni imprejfen the orthography of Dre Cler§’s 
copy has been proforwed, and his readings carefully followed, 
except in a few inflances, wherein ihe common edition ap- 
peared preferable: wiz. He bad in ver. 20. but.—w. 56. 
of barm—v. 64, eery—v. 67. lo down.—v. $3. That 
enitted—w. 89, And omiticd —v. 143. With argument 

Vou. Hs but 
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» 149. fay'’d.—v. 155. ine 
y Norte fqnadrons.— . 1685 
‘ o. his flirides he bent. 171+ 
nd Pirrochs floe—v. vya. flately went. 
yO. fharp ard fatal —wv, 219. aa 
wylde— Stanza 9g ge 38. 
343 blew weilling.——v. 330+ dad 
bal cou'd be fear’d. 
nformed, on the authority of Dr. 
Da aa Oak tay of dinbury “2D (fen of the aes 
Dr. Fokx Clerd), that between aes prefent fanzas 36 and 
ine Aad deen intended, dat were om mia- 


but vainly 
eampiton the f 
nd revers. 


H 
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Now darts flew wavering through flaw fpeed, 
Searce could they reach their arnt 

{, fearce blood the round point drew, 
Twas all but fhot In vain s 

Right i frengthy arms forfeebled grew, 
Sailr wreck’d wi? chat day’s tuils : 

Even fierce-born minds now Jang’d for peace, 
And curs’d war’s cruel broke 


Yet fl wars horns founded to charge, * 
Swords clafh’d and harnefs rang; 
But faftly tae ilk blafter biew 
The hills and dales fragmang. 
Nae echo heard in double dints, 
Nor the lang-winding horn, 
Nae mair fhe lew out brade as fhe 
Did eir that turimers morn, 


THE END OF BOOK THE FIRST. 
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SERIES rue SECOND. 
BIOLO WK eal: 


I 
A BALLAD OF LUTHER, THE POPE, A 
CARDINAL, AND A HUSBANDMAN, 


dn the former Book we brought down this fecond Series 
of poems, as low as about the middle of the fixteenth cen- 
tury. We now find the Mufes deeply Cree in religions 
contraverfy, The fudden revolution, wrought in the opt- 
nions of mankind by the Reformation, is one of the moft 
friting events in the hiffory of the human mind, It could 
not but engrofs the attention of every individual in that ages 
and therefore no other writings would have any chance to be 
read, but fuck as related to this grand topic. The altera- 
tons made in the ftablifhea religton by Heury FIL, the fud- 

Vou. U, A den 
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den changes it underwent in the three fucceeding reigns with- 
in fo foort a fpace as eleven or twelve years, and the violent 
Aruggles between expiring Pope, and growing Protefan- 
tifm, could not but intereft all mantind. Accordingly every 
fen was engaged in the difpute. The followers of the Old 
aud New Profefion (as they were called) had their refpedlive 
Baliad-makers; and every day produced fome popular fennet 
for or againft the Reformatisn. The eltitay alted and 
that intitled LATTLE JOHN NODODY, may ferve for /pe- 
cimens of the writings of each party, Both were written 
tn the reign of Edward PI; and are not the worft that 
were compofed upon the occafion. Controverfial divinity is 
no friend to poetic flights, Yet this ballad of “* Luther and 
the Pope,” is not altogether devoid of fpirit; it is of the 
dramatic kind, and the charaGers are tolerably well fuftain~ 
ed; efpecially that of Luther, which is made to seat in & 
manner not unbecoming the [pirit and courage of that vigor- 
ous Reformer, It is printed from the original black-letter 
copy (in the Pepys colleBion, vel, I. folic.) to which is pre- 
fixed a large wooden cut, defigned and executed by fome emi | 
nent mafter. This is copied in miniature in the fail Ens 
graving inferted above. 

We are not te wonder that the Ballad-awriters of that 
ege foould be infpired with the neal of controverfy, when 
the very fage teemed with polemic divinity. I have now 
before me two very ancient quarto blackeletter plays: the 
one publifbed in the time of Henry VIII, sngithed very. 
GBan; the other called Vulty Juventus, printed in she 
reign of Edward VI. In the former of thefe, occcafion 
ts taken to inculcate great reverence for old motber churck 
and ber fuperfitions * ; in the other, the poet (one R. 

Wever) 


¥ Take a fpecimen from bis bigk encomiums on tbe prigfhecd, 
« There is no emperour, kyngy duke, ne baron 
That of God bath commiffyon, 
At bath the left preef in the world beynge. 
*¥ ww ? 


“ God bath to them more pewer gyveny 
“ Than to any aungell, that is in bevew; - 
Hit 
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Wever) with great fucceft attacks bath. So that the Stage 
in thofe days literally ewas, what wife men have always 
wished it,—a froplement ta the pulpits—This was fo much 
the cafe, that in the play of Lufty Fuventus, chapter aud 
verfe are every where quoted as formally as in a fermor; 
take an inflance: 


“ The Lord by his prophet Exechicl fayeth tn this wife 
playnise, 

“ As in the xxxiif chapter it doth apperes 

& Be converted, O ye children, 8c.” 


From this play we learn that moft of the young people were 
New Gofoellers, or friends to the Reformation; and that 
the old were tenactous of che doGrines tmbibed in their youth : 
for thus the Devil ts introduced lamenting the downfal of 
Superfition: 


“ The olde people would believe fil in my lawes, 
& But the yonger fort leade them a contrary way, 
They wyl not beleve, they playnly fay, 

“* In olde traditions, and made by men, (Se. 


baz : And 


BF ith vu. words be may confcerate 
§€ Goddes body in flesfbe and blode to take, 
8 And bandeleth bis maker byt wens bis handes, 
$€ The profi byndeth and unbindsth all bandesy 
 Bothe in othe and in boven — 
 Theu minifiers all the facramentes feven. 
Though we kyf thy fete then were worthy 3 
€ Thow art the furgyan that cureth fone dedly 3 
*€ No remedy may awe fynds under God, 
But alone on presfiiode. 
« God gave preef that dignit?, 
And lettet® them in bis fede amange us bey 
8 Thus be they above aungels in degre ™* 

Ste Hawshins’s Orig. of Eng. Drama, Vol. I. ¢. 618 
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And in another place Hypacrify urges, 


“ The aworlde was never meri 

** Since chyldren were fo boulde: 

© Now every bsy will be @ teacher, 

“ The father a fosle, the chyld a preacher.” 


Of the plays abovementioned, to the fir is fubjoined the fol- 
lowing Prister’s Coloshoxn, € Shua endeth this moral plage 
ef Cberp Wan. € Fmprynten at London in Woteics ehyrepe 
parte by me Zobn Shot. fn Mr Garricd’s collection is 
an imperfect copy of the fame play, printidbys Richarde 
Pynfon. a ais 

tf other is intitled, An entertude called Lutte Jubentua: 
and is thus difinguifhed at the ered: Finia. quod BR. Wever. 
Smprinzed at London in Waules churche peard, by Abrabam 
Giele at the Ggne of the Lambe. Of this too Mrs Garrick 
has an imperfee? copy of a different edition, 

Of these tuo Plays the Reader may find fome further par- 
ticulars in the former Foluyne, Book IL. fee Tus Essay on 
THE Orioin of THE Enouisy Stace ; and the curious 
Reader will find the Plays themfelves printed ‘at large in 
Hawkins’s “ Origin of the Englift Drama,” 3 vols. 
Oxford, 1773, Lm. 


Tae HusBANDMANs 


ET us hft up our hartes all, 
And prayfe the lordes magnificence, 
Which hath given the wolues a fall, 
And is become our flrong defence: 
For they thorowe a falfe pretens 3 
From Chrifles bloude dyd all us leade *, 


# ice, denied us the Cup, fee below, ver 94. 
7 Gettyngs 
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Gettynge from every man his pence, 
As fatisfactours for the deade. 


For what we with our Frarzes coulde get 
To kepe our honfe, and fervauntes; 
That did the Freers from us fet, 
And with our foules played the merchauntes: 
And thus they with theyr falfe warrantes 
OF our fweate have eafelye lyved, 
That for fatnefle theyr belyes pantes, 
So greatlye have they us deceaued. 


They fpared not the fatherleffe, 
The carefull, nor the pore wydowe ; 
They wolde have fomewhat more or leffe, 
If it above the ground did growe: 
But now we Hufbandmen do knowe 
Al their fubteltye, and their falfe cafte ; 
For the lorde hath them overthrowe 
With his fwete word now at the lafte. 


Doctor Martin Luter. 


Thou antichrift, with thy thre crownes, 
Haft nfurped kynges powers, 

As having power over realmes and townes, 
Whom thou oughteft to ferve all houress 
Thou thinkeft by thy jugglyng colours 
hou maift lykewife Gods word opprefle ; 


{3 


wy 


10 


tS 


a5 


30 
As 
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As do the deceatful foulers, 
When they theyr nettes craftelye drefle. 


~ 


datteretl every prince, and lord, 
‘Thretening poore men with fwearde and fyre; 


All thofe, that do follaw 


e Gods worde, 

To make them cleve to thy defire, 

Theyr bokes thou burnet in flaming fire ; 
; 

» and candell, 

Such as to reade them have defyre, 


Carfing with boke, be 
Or with them are wyllynge to meddell. 


Thy falfe power wy! I bryng down, 
‘Thou fhalt not raygne many a yere, 
I fhall dryve the from citye and towne, 
Even with this pew that thou feyfte here: 
Thou fyghtel with fwerd, fhylde, and ipeare, 
But Iweyll fyght with Gods worde; 
Which is now fo open and cleare, 
That it thail brynge the under the borde *. 


Tus Porr. 


Though I brought never fo many to hel, 
A:d to utter dampnacion, 

Throughe myne enfample, and confel, 
Or thorow ary abhominacion, 
Yer doth our jawe excufe my fafhion. 

And thou, Luther, arte accurfed ; 


e; 


Mags thee knock under ths tables 


40 


Fo 


8 
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For blamyage me, and my condicion, 55 
The holy decres have the condempned. 


Thou firyvet againft my purgatory, 
Becaufe thou findeft it not in feripture ; 
As though I by myne autorite 
Myght not make one for myne bonoure, 6e 
Knowef thou not, that I have power 
To make, and mar, in heaven and hell, 
In erth, and every creature? 
Wharfoever I do it muft be well. 


As for fcripture, J am above it; 65 
Am not | Geds bye vicare? 

Shulde I be bounde to folowe it, 
As the carpenter his ruler * ? 
Nay, nay, hereticks ye are, 

That will not obey my auétoritic. 7@ 
With this sworpz I wyll declare, 

That ye fhal al accurfed be. 


Taz CarpDinat. 
I am a Cardinall of Rome, 
Sent from Chriftes hye vicary, 
To graunt pardon to more, and fume, 
That wii Luther refift frongly : 
He is a greate hereticke treuly, 
And regardeth to much the feripture ; 


“Y 
we 


* he, bis rule, 


jo For 
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For he ihinketh onely thereby 
To fubdue the popes high honoure, So 


Receive ye this parpon devoutely, 
And Joke that ye agaynf him fight; 
Plucke up youre berts, and be maalye, 
For the pope fayth ye do but ryght: 
And this be fure, that at one flyghte, Bs 
Allthough ye be overcome by chaunce, 
Ye fhall to heaven go with greate myghte3; 
Ged can make you no refiftaunce. 


But thefe heretikes for their medlynge 

Shall go down to hel every one > ge 
For they have not the popes bleflynge, 

Nor regarde his holy pardon: 

They thinke from all deftruction 
By Chriftes bloud to be faved, 

Fearynge not our excommunicacion, 95 
Therefore fhall they al be dampned, 


i. JOHN 
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Il. 
JOHN ANDERSON MY Jo. 


A Scorriss Sone. 


While in England verfe was made the vebicle of contro~ 
verfy, and Popery was attacked in it by logical argument, 
or flinging fJatire; we may be Jure the meal of the Scottifo 
Reformers would not fuffer their pens to be 1dle, but many 
a pafjuil was difcharged at the Romifb pricfts, axd their 
enormous encroachments on property. Of this kind perbapsis 
the following, (preferved in Maitland’s MS. Csltedtien of 
Scottifh poems in the Pepyfian library :) 


Tak a Wobfter, that is lei!l, 

Anda Miller, that will not fteill, 
With ane Prieft, that is not gredy, 
And lay ane deid corpfe thame by, 
And, throw virtue of thame three, 
That deid corpfe fall qwyknit be. 


Thus far all was fair: but the furioxs hatred of papery 
fed them to eniploy their rhymes in a fiill more licentious man~ 
ner. Lt ts @ received tradition iu Scotland, that at the 
time of the Reformation, ridiculous and ebfcene fongs avere 
compafed to be fung by the rabble to the tuner of the mo 
favourite hymns in the Latin fervice. ssites fleeves and 
pudding pies (defigned to ridicule the popifh clergy} is 
Said to have been one of thefe metarorphofed hymns: Nigey 
Lauder was another: John And: my }o was a third, 
The original mujie of all thefe burlsfyxe fonnets was very 
fine. Togive a fpecimen of their manner, we have inferted 

ane 


Sty 


BBE cos 
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offenfiue. The Reader will pardon the 
on for the fake of the anecdote, 

Spirit of the times. 
dn the prefent Es s fong is much improved by fome 
ew readings communicated by a friend; whe thinks by the 
: 5,” in ff, 2d. ave meant the Seven Sacraments 


Tak a + ~ - 
vere the faurions offspring of Mother Church + 


e é 
née of the leaf 
mennnefi of the 


spiation of folemn church mufic to thefe ludicrous 
pieces, and the jumble of ideas, thereby occaftoned, will ac- 
c5ount for the following fadl.—From the Records of the Ge- 
nevel Affembly in Scotland, called, “* The Book of the Uni- 
werfal Kirk,” p. go, 7th July, 1568, it appears, that 
Ybomas Baffincyne printer in Edinburgh, printed “ a pfalme 
“ buik, in the end wheresf was found priatit ane baudy 
« fang, called, “ Welcane Fortunes *.” . 


Wouan. cee 
OHN Anderfon my jo, cum in as ze gae, bye, 
And ze fall get a fheips heid weel baken in a pye; 
Weel baken in a pye, and the haggis in a pats 
John Anderfon my Jo, cum in, and ze’s get that. 


s 
MAN. 
And how doe ze, Cummer? and how hae ze threven? 
And bow mony bairns hae ze? Wom. Cummer, [hae feven. 
Man. Are they to zour awin pudé man? Wom. Na, 
Cummer, nk; 
For five of tham were gotten, quhan he was awa’. 
* See alfo Bicgraph. Britan, 18 Edit. vol. Lp. 1770 
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itl, 
LITTLE JOHN NOBODY. 


Webave here a witty libel on the Reformation under Ring 
Edward V1. written about the year 1550, and preferved 18 
the Pepys collefion, Britifo Mufeum, and Strype’s Mom. of 
Cranmer. The author artfully declines entering into the 
merits of the caufe, and wholly refie@s on the itves and adtions 
of many of the hire It is fo eafy to find faws and 
imperfettions in the condud? of men, even the beff of thei, 
’ and fiill eajier to make general exclamations about the pro- 
figacy of the prefent times, that no great point is gained by 
argument? of that fort, unlefs the author contd have proved 
that the princighes of the Reformed Religion bad a natural 
tendency to produce a corruption of manners: whereas he in~ 
direethy owns, that their REVEREND FATHER [archbiftop 
Cranmer] had ufed the mofl preper means to flem the tor~ 
vent, dy giving the people accefs to the feriptures, by teach~ 
ing them to pray with underflanding, and by publifhing ho- 
milies, and other religious traés. It muf? however be aca 
hunowledged, that our libeller had at that time fufficient 
voom for juf fatire. For under the banners of the Reformed 
had inlifted themfelves, many concealed papifis, who bad 
private ends to gratify; many that were of no religion ; 
many greedy courtiers, who thirfled after the poffeffon: 7 
the church; and many diffslute perfons, whe wanted to be 
exempt from all ecclefiaftical cenfures : And as thefe men were 
foudeft of all others in their cries for Reformation, fo in 
effec? none obftrudted the regular progre/s of it fo much, or 
by their vicious lives brought vexation and fhame more oa 
the truly venerable and pious Reformers. 


6 ae 


mh.  ANICORE'N T vP OLRM S: 


The reader will remark the fendnefs of our Satirif fer 
eliteration > In this he was guilty of no affectation or fingu- 
larity: Ais werfiftcation is that of tierce Plowman's Fifons, 
in aubich a recurrence of fimilar letters is effential : to this 
be bas only juperaided rhyme, which in bis time began to be 
the general pradlice. See an Essay on this very peculiar 
Aind of metre, prefixed to Book UI. in this Volume. 


rN december, when the dayes draw to be fhort, 
After november, when the nights wax noyfome and 
As I pat by a place priviy at a pert, (long; 
1 jaw one fit by himfelf making a fong : 
His lafl * talk of trifles, who told with his tongue 
That few were faft i'th’ faith, 1‘ freyned +’ that freake, 
Whether he wanted wit, or fome had done him wrong. 
He faid, be was little John Nobody, that durft not fpeake. 


John Nobody, quoth I, what news? thou foon note and 

What maner men thou meane, thou are fo mad. [tell 

He faid, Thefe gay gailants, that wil conflrue the gofpel, 

As Solomon the fage, with femblance full fad; 

To difeuffe divinity they nought adread ; 

More meet it were for them to milk kye at a fleyke, 

Thou lyef, quoth I, thou lofel, likealeudlad. [f{peake. 
He faid, he was little John Nobody, that durft not 


kis meet for every man on this matter to talk, 

And the glorious gofpel ghoftly to have in mind; 

it is fothe faid, that fe& but much unfeemly talk, 
As boyes babble in books, that in {cripture are blind: 


% Perhaps He left talk, t fsyned MSS. and PC. 
¥et 
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Yet to their fancy foon a caule will §nd ; 

As to live in luft, in lechery to leyke: 

Such caitives count to be come of Cains kind; 
But that I little John Nobody durft not fpeake, 


For our reverend father hath fet forth an order, 

Our fervice to be faid in our feignours tongue ; 

As Solomon the fage fet forth the feripture; 

Our fuffrages, and fervices, with many a fweet fong, 

With homilies, and godly books us among, 

That no ftiff, flubborn ftomacks we fhould freyke: 

But wretches nere worfe to do poor men wrong ; 
But that I little John Nobody dare not fpeake. 


For bribery was never fo great, fince born was our Lord, 

And whoredom was never les hated, G&th Chrift har- 
rowed hel, : 

And por mea are fo fore punified commonly through 
the world, 

That it would grieve any one, that good is, to hear tel. 

For al the homilies and good books, yet their hearts be 
fo quel, 

That if a man do amiffe, with mifchiefe they wil him 
wreake; 

The fafliion of thefe new fellows it is {9 vile and fell: 

But that 1 little John Nobody dare not fpeake, 


Thus to live after their luft, that life would they have, 
And in lechery to leyke al their long life ; 
Ver. 2. Cain's kind] Soin Pierce the Plowman's cresd, the proud friars 
are faid te be 
womens DE Cages bin,” Pid. Sig. Ci. 
For 
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For al the preaching of Paul, yet many a proud knave 
Wil move muchiefe in their mind both to maid and wife 
To bring them in adyoutry, or elfe they wil ftrife, 
And in brawling about baudery, Gods commandments 
breake ; 
But of thefe frantic i! fellowes, few of them do thrife; 
Though I little John Nobody dare not fpeake. 


If thou company with them, they wil currifhly carp, 
and not care 

According to their foolifi fantacy ; but fat wil they 
naught: 

Prayer with them is but prating; therefore they it forbear: 

Both almes deeds, and holinefs, they hate it in their 
thought: 

Therefore pray we to that prince, that with his bloud 
us boughr, 

That he wil mend that is amife: for many a manfulfreyke 

Is forry for thefe feQs, though they fay lictle or nought ; 

And that I licle John Nobody dare not once fpeake. 


Thus in no place, this Nosopy, in xo time I met, 
Where no man, ‘ne *? noucur was, nor nornine did 
appear ; 

Through the found of a fynagogue for forrow I fwett, 
That ‘ Aeolus 7’ through the eccho did caufe me to hear. 
Then I drew me down intoa dale, whereas the dumb deer 
Did Miiver for a fhower; but I fhunted froma freyke : 
For I would no wight tn this world wift who I were, 

But litde John Nobody, that dare not once fpeake, 

* then, ASS. and PC. _ + Rercules, MSS. and PC. 
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IV. 
Q. ELIZABETH’s VERSES, WHILE PRISONER 
AT WOODSTOCK, 


Wait WITH CHARCOAL ON A SHUTTER, 


-~ are preferved by Honrzncr, in that part of his Travels, 
which has been reprinted in Jo elegant a manner at 
STRAWBERRY-HILL. In Henizner’s book they were. 
wretchedly corrupted, but are here given as amended by his 
ingenious Editor, The old orthography, and one or te 
ancient readings of Hentaner’s copy are here reflored, 


H, Fortune! how thy reftleffe wavering flate 
Hath fraughe with cares my troabled witt! 

Witnes this prefent prifonn, whither fate 

Could beare me, and the joys I quit. 
Thou caufedett the guiltie to be lofed & 
From bandes, wherein are lanocents inclofed ; 

Caufing the guiltles to be fraite referved, 

Acd freeing thofe that death had well deferved. 
But by her envie can be nothing wroughte, 
So God fend to my foes all they have thoughie. 


A. Ds MDLY. Evizanetur, Paisonnsr. 


Ver. 4. Could beare, is an ancient idiom, equivalent to Did bear or 


Hath borne. See below the Beggar of Bednal Gree, ven 37+ Could Lay, 


Neil 
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v. 
THE HEIR OF LINNE. 


The original of this Ballad is found in the Editor’s folie 
BMS. the breaches and defe&s in which, rendered the in- 
Sevtion of fupplemental flanuas neceffary. Thefe it is boped 
the Reader will pardon, as indeed the conclufion of the flory 
mwas fuggefed by a modern ballad on a fader fubjedt. 

From the Scottifb phrafes here and there difeernable in this 
poem, it flould feem to have been originally campofed beyond 


the Trneed. 
The Heir of Linne appears net te have been a Lord of 


Parliament, but a Lairn, whofe title went along with his 
4 > ’ 4 
fate 


Part THE Fiast, 


ITHE and liften, gentlemen, 
To fing a foog I will beginne ; 
It is of a lord of faire Scotland, 
Which was the unthrifty heire of Linoe. 


His father was a right good lord, 5 
His mother a lady of high degree ; 

But they, alas! were dead, him froe, 
And he lov’d keeping companie, 


To 
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To {pend the daye with merry cheare, 
To drinke and revell every night, 
To card and dice from eve to morne, 

It was, Ll ween, his hearts delighte. 


To ride, to runne, to rant, to roare, 
To alwaye (pend and never fpare, 

I wott, an’ it were the king himfelfe, 
Of gold and fee he mote be bare. 


Soe fares the unthrifty lord of Linne 
Til all his gold is gone and fpent ; 

And he maun fell his Jandes fo broad, 
His houfe, and landes, and all his rent. 


His father had a keen ftewarde, 

And Jobn o’ the Scales was called hee: 
But John is become a yentel-man, 

And John has gott both gold and fee. 


Sayes, Welcome, welcome, lord of Linne, 
Let nought ditturb thy merry cheere ; 

If thou wilt fell thy landes foe broad, 
Good ftore of goid Ile give thee heere, 


My gold is gone, my money is fpent; 
My lande nowe take it unto thee: 


Give me the golde, good John'o’ the Scales, 


And thine for aye my lande fhall bze. 
Vou. Il. K 


129 


to 


15 


32 


Thea 


330 AN CATE NT P OEMS, 


Then John he did him to record craw, 
And Jobn he caft him a gods-pennie * 5 
Sut for every pounde that John agreed, 35 
"The lande, I wis, was well worth three. 


Ne told him the gold upon the borde, 
He was right glad his land to winne $ 
‘The gold is thine, the land is mine, 
And now Ile be the lord of Linne. 49 


Thus he hath fold his land foe broad, 

Both hill and holt, and moore and fenne, 
Ajl but a poore and lonefome lodge, 

That flood far off in a lonely glenne, 


For foe he to his father hight. 4s 
My fonne, when I am gonce, fayd hee, 

Then thou wilt fpend thy lande fo broad, 
And thou wilt fpend thy gold fo free: 


But fweare me nowe upon the roode, 

That lornefome lodge thou’lt never fpend; se 
For when all the werld doth frown on thee, 

Thou there fhale fiad a faithful friend. 


The heire of Linne is full of golde: 
And come with me, my friends, fayd hee, 

Lets drinke, and rant, and merry make, 5s 
And he that fpares, ne’er mote he thee. 


™ de, carnef-money 3 from the French ( Denisr a Dien.” At this day, 


when applicatisn is made to the Dean and Chapter of Carlifle to secept an 
sxchange sf the tenant under one of their leafes, a piece of filver is pre~ 


fented by the merw fenaat, which is fill called a Gops-RENNY- 


They 
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They ranted, drank, and merry made, 
Till all his gold it waxed thinne; 

And then his friendes they flunk away ; 
They left the unthrifty heire of Lione. 


He had never a penny left in his purfe, 
Never a penny ‘eft but three, 

And one was brafs, ariother was lead, 
And another it was white monéy. 


Nowe well-aday, fayd the heire of Linne, 
Nowe well-aday, and woe is mee, 

For when I was the lord of Linne, 
I never wanted gold nor fee. 


But many a truftye friend have I, 
And why fhold I feel dole or care? 

lle borrow of them all by turnes, 
Soe need I not be never bare. 


But one, I wis, was not at home; 
Another had payd his gold away ; 
Another call’d him thriftlefs loone, 
And bade him fharpely wend his way. 


Now well-aday, fayd the heire of Linne, 
Now well-aday, and woe is me! 
For when I had my landes fo broad, 
On me they liv’d right merrilee. 
Ver. 63, 4, 5, Se. Sic MS. 
K2 
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To beg my bread from door to door 

I wis, it were a brenning fhame: 
To rob and fea] it were a finne: 

Yo worke my limbs I cannot frame. 


Now Ile away to lonefome lodge, 8s 
For there my father bade me wend; 

When all the world fhould frown on mee, 
I there thold find a trufty friend. 


Part tux Steond,. 


Anta then hyed the heire of Linne 

O’er hill and halt, and moor and fenne, 
Vatill he came to Jonefome lodge, 

That ftoed fo lowe ina lonely glenne. 


He looked up, he looked downe, $ 
In Lope fome comfort for to winne : 

But bare and lothly were the walles. 
Here’s forty cheazre, quo’ the heire of Linne. 


The little windowe dim and darke 

Was hung with ivy, brere, and yewe ; 10 
No fliimmeting funn bere ever flone ; 

Ne halefome breeze here ever blew. 
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No chair, ne table he mote {pye, 
No chearful hearth, ne welcome bed, 

Nought fave a rope with renning noofe, 15 
That dangling hung up o’er his head. 


Aod over it in broad lettérs, 
Thefe words were written fo plain to fee; 
Ah! graceleife wretch, haft {pent thine all, 
“ And brought thylelfe to penurie ¢ 2@ 


¢ All this my bodiag mind mifgaye, 
«1 therefore left this trufty friend : 
© Let it now theeld thy foule difgrace, 
¢ And all thy flame and forrows end.¥ 


Sorely fhent wi’ this rebuke, 26 
Sorely thent was the heire of Linne ; 

His heart, I wis, was near to braft 
With guilt and forrowe, fhame and finne. 


Never a word fpake the heire of Linne, 

Never a word he fpake but three ; 38 
*¢ This is a trufty friend indeed, 

* And is right welcome unto mee.” 


Then round his necke the corde he drewe, 
And fprang aloft with his bodie : 
When lo! the ceiling burft in twaine, 35 
And to the ground came tumbling hee. 
Dong Aftonyed 
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Attonyed lay the heire of Linne, 
Ne knewe if he were live or dead: 
At length he looked, and fawe a bille, 
And in it a key of gold fo redd. 40 


He took the bill, and lookt it on, 
Strait good comfort found he there: 
Itt told him of a hole in the wall, 
In which there flood three chefts in-fere *, 


Two were full of the beaten golde, 45 
The third was full of white monty ; 

And over them in broad lettérs 
Thefe words were written fo plaine to fee: 


** Once more, my fonne, I fette thee clere ; 

“* Amend thy life and follies paft ; 5° 
“ For but thou amend thee of thy life, 

“That rope muft be thy end at laft.” 


And iet it bee, fayd the heire of Linne; 
And let it bee, but if Lamend +: 

For herve I will make mine avew, ss 
This reade } thal] guide me to the end. 


Away then went with a merry cheare, 
Away then went the heire of Linne; 
I wis, he neither ceas’d be blanne, 
Till Jobn o’ the Scales houfe he did winne. - 60 
# invfere, fc. tagetber, $ ie. unlefs I amend. 


A he. advice, counfel. Ver, 60, an ald northern phrafe. 
, And 
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And when he came to Jolin o’ the Scales, 
Upp at the {peere * then looked hee 5 

There fate three lords upon a rowe, 
Were drinking of the wine fo free. 


And John himfelf fate at the bord-head, 65 
Becaufe now lord of Linne was hee. 

I pray thee, he faid, good John o” the Scales, 
One forty pence for to lend mee. 


Away, away, thou thriftlefs loone ; 

Away, away, this may not bes: 78 
For Chrifls curfe on my head, he fayd, 

If ever 1 truft thee one pennie. : 


Then befpake the heire of Linne, 
To Juhn o’ the Scales wife then fpake he: 
Madame, fome almes on me beftowe, 1S 
I pray for {weet faint Charitie. 


Away, away, thou thriftlefs loone, 
1 fwear thou gettelt no almes of mee ; 
For if we fhold hang any lofel heere, 
The firft we wold begin with thee. So 


* Perbaps the Hole in the dosr or window, by whieh it was {peered, 
i.e. fparred, fafened, or fout.—In Bales 2d Part of the Ass of Eng. 
Votaries, we have this phrafe, (fo. 38.) ‘ The dore therof oft tymes 
opened and {peared agayne,” 
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Then befpake a goad fellowe, 
Which fat at Jolin o’ the Scales his bord ; 
Sayd, Turn againe, thou heire of Linne ; 
Some time thou waft a well goodvord 5 


Some time a good fellow thou haft been, 85 
And fparedit not thy gold and fee 5 

Therefore He lend thee forty pence, 
And ether forty if need bee. 


And ever, I pray thee, John o’ the Scales, 

To let him fit in thy companie : 9° 
Fer well I wot thou hadft his land, 

And a goed bargain it was to thee. 


Up then fpske him Jobn o’ the Scales, 
All wood he anfwer’d him againe: 

Now Chrifts curfe on my head, he fayd, 95 
But I did lofe by that bargaine, 


And here I proffer thee, heire of Linne, 
Pefore thefe lords fo faire and free, 
Tiwu fhalt have it backe again better cheape, 
By a huadred markes, than [had itof thee. 10 


I drawe you to record, lords, he faid. 
With that he caft hima gods pennie: 
Now by my fay, fayd the heire of Linne, 
And here, good John, is thy money. 


Wee, 34. 102, call, is the reading of the MS. 
§ And 
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And he pull’d forth three bagges of gold, 
And layd theo: down upon the bord ¢ 

All woe begone was John o’ the Scales, 
Soe fhent he cold fay never a word, 


He told him forth the good red gold, 
He told it forth mickle dinne. 
The gold is thine, the land is mine, 
And now Ime againe the lord of Linne. 


Sayes, Have thou here, thou good felldwe, 
Forty pence thou didft lend mee: 

Now [am againe the lord of Linne, 
And forty pounds I will give thee. 


Ne make the keeper of my ferreft, 
Both of the wild deere and the tame; 
For but I reward thy bountecus heart, 
I wis, good fellowe, I were to blame. 


Now welladay! fayth Joan o’ the Scales: 
Now welladay { and woe is my life! 
Yefterday I was lady of Linne, — 
Now Ime but John o’ the Scales his wife. 


ey) 
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Now fare thee well, fayd the heire of Linne; 1 
Farewell now, Jolin o” the Scales, faid hees 


» Chrifts curfe light on me, if ever again 
I bring my lands in jeopatdy. *,* 


445 Jn the prefent Edition of this Ballad feveral ancient 
Vi, GAS» 


Readings ore reflored fron the folio MS. 
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Vi. 


GASCOIGNE’s PRAISE OF THE FAIR BRIDGES, 
AFTERWARDS LADY SANDES, 


On HER HAVING A SCAR IN HER FOREHEAD. 


Geerge Gafcoigne was a celebrated poct in the early pars 
of Zeon Elizabeth’ s reign, and appears to great adummtage 
among the mifcellancous writers of thatage. He was author 
of three or four plays, and of mary fmaller poems 3 one of 

2aff remarkable of which is a fatire in blank verfe, 
called the Sve ELE-GLASS, 1676, 4fo. 

Colney was born in Effex, nity, in both univerfi~ 
es, % bence he removed te Gray’s-inn; but, difitking the 
fucy of the law, became fot a dangler at court, and after- 
wards a fldier tn the wars of the Low Countries. He had 
no great face cefs ia any of ihefe purfuils, AS APP ars | from a 
poem of Lis, intitled, * Gafeoigue’s Wodmanfhip, written 
“ t0 lord Gray of Wilton? Many of his epifiles dedicatory 
are dated in 1$765, 1576, from ‘ his poore houfe in Wal. 
‘ thamfive:” here he died a middle-aged man in 1578, 
accoriling t0 Anth. Wood: or rather in 1477, if he is the 
perfor m cant in an old traél, intitled, “A remembrance of 
“the well employed Life and goaly End of Geo. Gas- 
“coicne, Bij; who deceafed at Stamford in Lixtcole- 
“ hire, OF. 7215775 by Geo, Delfiene, Cent, ans tyes 
“auitnefs of bis gedly and charitable end in this world, 
gto. no date —[ Brom a. MS. of Gidys.} 

Air. Tuomas Warron thinks © Gafcoigne bas much ex- 
“ carded all the poets of bis age, in Sucothae)s and harnony 
“of verffication*.’ But the trath is, foarce any of the 

earlier poets of 2, ey eee found deficient in 
harmony and frscotlinefiy tho? thofe qualities anpear fo rare 
in the writings of thety fucceffors. in the PARADISE OF 
DAINTY DEVisEsY, (the Dodjley’s Mi/cellany of thafe times) 
* Obfervations ox the Faerie Suceny Vol. IL. p. 168, 


} Printed in 1573, £596, and perbaps oftener, in gto blackelet. 
ae : wilt 
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will hardly be found one rough, ar inbarmanious line * + 
whereas the numbers of Fonfon, Dome, and mof? of their 
contemporaries, frequently offend the ear, like the filing of a@ 
Jaw.—Perhaps this is in foie meafure to be accounted for 
from the growing pedantry of that aze, and from the umi- 
ters affedting to run their lines into one another, after the 
manner of the Latin and Greek poets. 

The following poem (which the elegant writer ahove 
quoted hath recommended to notice, as poffefid of a dslicacy 
rarely to be feen in that carly fate of our poctry) properly 
confijls of alexandrines of 12 and 14 fyllables, and is 
printed from two quarto black-letier colleZions of Cafeoigne’s 
pieces; the firft intitled, “ A hundveth fundrie flowres, 
“ bouitde up in one fmall pofie, Se. Londen, imprinted for 
“ Richarde Smith 2? without date, but from a letter of 
H.W. (p+ 202.) compared with the Printer’s epiff. to the 
Reader, it appears to bave been publified in 1572, oF 3s 
The other is intitled, “ The Poffes of George Gafcotgne, Efg; 
“6 carredted, perfected, and es el by the author: 15750 
$ —Printed at Lond. for Richard Smith, Ge’ No year, 
but the epift. dedicat, is dated 1576. 

In the title page of this laf (by way of printer’st, or 
bookfeller's dewice) is an ornamental wooden cut, tolerably 
euell executed, wherein Tineis reprefented drawing the figure 
of Truth out of a pit or cavern, with this lezend, OCCULTA 
VERITAS TEMPORE PATED {a.$.] This is mentioned 
becaufe it is not improbable but the accidental fight of this 
or fone other title page containing the fame device, fuggefed 
to Rubens that well-known defiss of a fimilar kind, which 
he has introduced into the Luxemburg gallery t, and which 
has been fe fifly cenfured for the unnatural manner of tts 
execution, —T he device abovementioned being not il adapted 
to the fubjedl of this volume, is with fome friall variations 
copied in a plate, which, to gratify the curiofity of the 
Reader, is prefixed to Book Il, 


# The flume is true of meft of the pooms ix the Microur of Mogiftrates, 
3553, lr and aff of Surrey’s Poems, 1557. 
} Marie Binaoman, f{ Ls Tems pecovyas ra Vexite, 
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N court whofo demaundes 
What dame doth moft excell; 
Yor my conceit I mutt needes fay, 
Faire Bridges beares the bel. 


Upon whofe lively cheeke, 
‘To prove my judgment true, 
The rofe and lillie feeme to ftrive 
For equall change of hewe; 


And therewithall fo well 
Hir graces all agree ; 

No frowning cheere dare once prefume 
In hir {weet face to bee. 


Although fome lavifhe lippes, 
Which like fome other bett, 

Will fay, the blemifhe on hir browe 
Difgraceth all the rett. 


Thereto I thus replie ; 
God wotte, they little knowe 
The hidden caufe of that mifiap, 
Nor how the harm did growe ; 


For when dame Nature firt 
Had framde hir heavenly face, 
And thoroughly bedecked tt 
With goodly gleames of grace 


10 


TS 


29 


It 
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It lyked hir fo well: 
Lo here, quod fhe, a peece 
For perfect fhape, that paffeth all 
Appelles’ worke in Greece, 


This bayt may chaunce to catche 
The greateft God of love, 

Or mightie thundring Jove himfelf, 
That rules the roaft above, 


But out, alas thofle wordes 
Were vaunted all in vayne; 

And fome unfeen wer prefent there, 
Pore Bridges, to thy pain. 


For Cupide, crafty boy, 
Clofe in a corner ftoode, 

Not blyadfold theo, to gaze’on hirs 
I geffe it did him good, 

Yet when he felte the flame 
Gan kindle io his breff, 

And herd dame Nature boaft by hir 
To break him of his reit, 


This hot newe-chofen love 
He chaunged into hate, 

And fodeynly with mightie mace . 
Gat ra hir on the pate, 
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It greeved Nature muche 

To fee the cruell deede: 50 
Mee feemes I fee bir, how fhe wept 

To fee hir dearling bleede. ; 


Wel yet, quod fhe, this hur¢ 
Shal have fome helpe I trowe : 

And quick with fkin fhe coverd ity 55 
That whiter is than fnowe. 


Wherwith Dan Cupide fled, 
For feare of further flame, 
When angel-like he faw hir thine, 
Whome he had {mit with fhame. - 60 


Lo, thus was Bridges hurt 
In cradel of hir kind. 

The coward Cupide brake hir browe 
To wreke his wounded mynd. 


The fkar fll there remains ; 65 
No force, there let it bee: 
There is no cloude that caw eclipfe 
So bright a funne, as fle. 
** The Lady here celebrated was Catharine, daughter 
of Edmond fecond Lord Chandos, wife of William Lord 
Sands. See Collins's Peerage, vel. Il. p. 133, ede 1779s 


Ver. 62. {n cradel of bir kind: fc. in the cradle of Ler family. 
See Warton’s Obfervationsy vel. LI. p. 137. 


Vil. FAIR 
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Vu. 
FAIR ROSAMOND. 


Mo of the circumftances in this popular flory of king 
Henry 11, and the beautiful Rofamond have been taken for 
Sack by our Engltth Hifforians; who, unable to account for 
the unnatural conluct of queen Eleanor in fiimulating her 
Sons to rebellion, have attributed tt to jealoufy and fuppo- 
fed that Heary’s anour with Refamond was the obje® of 
that pa/fion. 

Our o'd Englift annalifts fem, noft of them, to have fol- 
lowed Higden the mont of Chefter, vahofe account, with fome 
enlargements, is thus given by Stow. “ Rofamond the fayre 
“ daughter of Walter lord Cliford, concubine to Herry ii, 
“ (poifoned by queen Elianor, as fome thought) dyed! at 
* Woodfiocke ae D.1177-) where Ring Henry had made 
“ for her a houfe of wonderfull working i fo that uo man 
“or avonan might come to fer, but he that was infirufted 
“ by the king, or fuch as were right fecret with him touck- 
“ing the maiter This houfe after Jome was named Laby- 
“ rinthus, or Dedalus worke, which eas wrought like x1- 
“ toa knot in a garden, called a Maze*; but it was com- 
“ monly faid, that laftly the queene came to ber by « clee of 
“ thridde, ot filke, and fo dealt with her, that fhe lived 
“not long after: but when fie was dead, fle was baried 
* at Godflow in an houfe of nunnes, befide Oxford, with 
 thefe verfes upon her tombe: 


‘| Hic jacet in tumba, Rofa mundi, non Rofa munda: 
*© Non redolet, {ed olet, qu redolere folet. 
* Confifing of vaults under ground, arched and walled with brick 
and font, according t2 Drayton. See note on bis Epifile of Refamond. 
“ Tg 
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% In Englifh thus: 


“The rofe of the orld, but not the cleane flowre, 

“ fy now here ver; to whom beauty was fents 
In this grave full darke newe 1s her bowre, 

That by her life was fevecte and redolent: 

“ But now that jhe ts from this life blent, 
Though fie were fureete, now foully doth fre Pinke. 
“4 mirrour good for all men, that on her thinks.” 


Stowe’s Annals, Ed. 1631, po 154. 


How the. queen gained admittance into Rofamond’s bower 
ts differently related. Hiullingfhed fpeaks of it, as * the 
“common report of the people, that ihe queene ... found: 
* dir ont by @ filken thread, which the king had drawne 
* after him out of hir chamber with his foot, and dealt 
“6 with hir in fuch fharpe and cruell wife, that fhe lived 
“ not tong after.” Fol, IID. p.1t¢. On the other hand, 
in Speede’s Hil, we are told that the jealous queen found 
her out ** by a clea of flke, fallen from Rofamund's lappe, 
“as flee fate to take ayre, and fudslenly feeing from the 
“ fight of the fearcher, the end of her jlke faftened to her 
* foot, and the clew fill unwinding, rematued behinds: 
“ which the queene followed, till flee had found what fhe 
fought, and upon Refamund fo vented her fpleene, as the 
& Jacdy lived nat long after.” gd Edit. p. 609. Our 
dallad-maker with more ingenuity, and probably as much 
truth, tells us the clue was gained, by furprife, from the 
huight, who was left to guard her bower. 

Tt is cbferve ble, that none of the old roriters attribute 
Rofamond 5 death to poifon, (Stow, above, mentions it mere 
as a flight conjediurc) 5 they ouly give us to undexfiand, that 
the queen treated her haifoly; with furious menaces, we 
may fippofe, and frarp expofidaticns, which had fuch effeA 
on her foivits, that fie did not long fervive it, Indeed om 
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“ there interred.” *. 4 «+ In what fituation her remains 
avete found ai ibe diffolution of the nunnery, we learn from 
Leland, ** Rofarinides tunte at Godflowe nunnery was 
“taken up (ofl late; it is a flone with this infeription, 
“"Pusra fosinunnar. Her bones were clofd in lede, 
and auitiyn thar bones were clofyd yn lether. When it 
wes spened a very fweie finell came owt of it +.” See 
Hearne’s difeonrfe above quoted, writes in 17183 at which 
tine Ae tells is, were fill feen by the pool at Hoodftock the 
foundation of a very large building, which were believed te 
be the remains of Rofamond’s labyrinth: 
Vo conclude this (perhaps too prelix) account, Henry had 
wwe fons by Rofarmond, from a computation of whofe ages, a 
modern biferian has endeavoured to invalidate the received 
fiery. Thefe were William Longui-efpé; (or Loag-feword) 
earl of Salifixry and Geoffrey bifbop of Lincelne }. Geof 
was the younger of Rofamand’s fous, and yet is faid to have 
Been twenty years old at the time of his election to that fee in 
UII. ie this writer concludes, that hing Henry fell in 
love with Rofamond in 1149, when in king Stephen's reign 
be came over to be knighted by the king of Scais; he ifs 
thinks it probable that Henry's cominerce with this lady 
'S broke off upon his marriage with Eleanor {in 1152] and 
‘* that the young lady, by a natural effect of gricf and réfent- 
© snent at the defeion of her lover, entered on that occafin 
* inze she nunnery of Godflowe, where fhe died probably be- 
« fore the rebellion of Flenry's fons in 1173." (Carte’s Hift, 
Feld. p. O52.) Butlet it be obforaed that Henry was but 
fsteen years old when he came over to be knighted 3 that be 
aid but eight months in this land, and was almoft all the 
time with ike Ring of Scots; that he did not réturn back te 
Lngland till ts 03, toe year after his marriage with Eleanor; 
and that no suriter drops the leaft hint of Rofamond's having 
ever been abroad with her lower, nor indeed is it probable 
that a boy of fiateen fbould venture to carry ever a miftre/s te 
* Pid. Regn of Henry UL. in Spoed’s Hift, writ by Dr. Barchamy 
Dean of Bocking. 
$ This would have paffed for miraculous, if it had happened in the 
tomd of amy clersecal perfon, and a proof of bts being a faint, 
t fterwards anisifics of York, temp. Rud k 
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Ais mother’s court. Uf all thefe circumftances are confidered, 
Mr. Cartes account will be found more incoherent and im- 
probable than that of the old ballad; which is alfo coun- 
zenanced by moft of our old hiflorians. 

Indeed the true date of Ge ffrey's birth, and confequently 
of Henry's commerce with Rofamond, frems to be be? afcer- 
tained from an ancient manufcript in the Coit-n library: 
awherein it is thus regiflered of Geofferey ? lantagenst, ** Na- 
“pus off 5° Hen. Il [.159.) Fadus of miles 2%° Hen. 
*¢ TE, {1670.) Elect. in Epifcop. Lincoln, 28° Hen. Ll. 
*C1182.].'" Vid. Chron. de Kirkfall, (Domitian XII.) 
Drake's Hift. of Yor*, p. 422. 

The filowing Ballad is printed (with conjeGural emen- 
dations) from four ancient copies in black-letter; trvo of them 
in the Pepys library. 


V HEN as king Henry rulde this land, 
The fecond of that name, 
Befides the queene, he dearly loyde 
A faire aud comely dame. 


Moft peerleffe was her beautye founde, 
Hei favour, and her face ; 

A {weeter creature in this worlde 
Could never prince embrace. 


we 


Her crifped lockes like threads of golde 

Appeard to each mans fight; ba) 
Her fparkling eyes, like Orient pearles, 

Did catt a heavenlye light. 


The blood within her cryftal cheekes 
Did {uch a colour drive, f 
As though the lillye and the rofe iS 
For mafterthip did ftrive, 
La Yea 
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Was known ad 


hom our queene, dame Elinor, 


ye foe. 29 


fuch a bower, 
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OF flone and tir 


An hundered and fifty doors 


Did to this bower belong: 


With turnings round about, 39 
That none but with a clue of thread, 
Could enter in or out. 


And for his love and ladyes fake, 
That was fo faire aud brighte, 

The keeping of this bower he gave 35 
Unto a valiant Knighte. 


But fortune, that doth eften frowne 
Where the before did {mile, 

The kinges delighte and ladyes joy 
Full foon fhee did beguile : 40 
5 For 
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why, the kinges ungracious fonne, 
Whom he did high advance, 
gain’ his father raifed warres 


Wi ithin the realme of France. 


€ ne if tooke ¢ 


* Aly Rofamonde, my only Rofe, 
That pleafet beft mine eyes 

The fairefl fower in all the worlde 
To feed my fantafyes 


The flower of mine affected heart, 
Whofe fweetnefs doth exceile: 

My royal Rofe, a thoufand times 
T bid thee nowe firwelle ! 


For T muft leave my faireft dower, 
My fweetett Rofe, a fpace, 

And crof the feas to famous France, 
Proud rebelles to abafe. 


But yet, my Rofe, be fure thou fhalt 
My coming fhartlye fee, 
And in my hesrt, when hence Iam, 
ls beare my Rofe with mee.” 


Le3 
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When Rofamond, that ladye brighte, 65 
Did heare the king faye foe, 

The forrowe of her grieved heart 
Her outward lookes did fhowe ; 


And from her cleare and eryftall eyes 

The teares gufht out apace, je 
Which like the filver-pearled dewe 

Kanne downe her comely face. 


Her lippes, erft like the corall redde, 
Did waxe both wan and pale, 

And for the forrow fhe conceivde 75 
Her vitall {pirits faile; 


And falling down all in a fiwoone 
Before king Henryes face, 
Full oft he in his princelye armes 
Her bodye did embrace; Bo 


And twentye times, with watery eyes, 
He kift her tender cheeke, 
Untill-he had revivde againe 
Her fenfes milde and meeke, 


Why grieves my Rofe, my fweeteft Rofe ? 85 
‘The king did often fay, 

Becaufe, quoth flee, to bloodye warres 
My lord muft part awaye. 


4 But 


ANCIENT POEMS. 


But fince your grace on forrayne coaftes 
Amonge your foes unkinde 

Muft goe to hazard life and limbe, 
Why fhould I flaye behinde ? 


Nay rather, let me, like a page, 
Your fworde and target beare; 

Thit on my breaft the blowes may lighte, 
Which would offend you there. 


Or Jett mee, in your royal tent, 
Prepare your bed at nighte, 

And with fweete baths refrefh your grace, 
At your returne from fighte. 


So [ your prefence may enjoye 
No toil I will refufe ; 

But wanting you, my life is eath ; 
Nay, death Iid rather chufe! 


** Content thy felf, my deareil love; 
Thy reft at home fhall bee 

In Englandes fweet and pleafant ifle ; 
For travell fits not thee. 


Faire ladies brooke not bloodye warres ; 
Soft peace their fexe delightes; 
§ Not rugged campes, but courtlye bowers; 
Gay feaftes, not cruel fighter,’ 
L 4 
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My Rofe fhall fafcly here ab‘de, 
With m 

Whitt [, emonge the piercing pikes, 
My foes feche far aways. 


uficke pafle the daye ; 


My Rofe fhall Mine in pearle, and golde, 
Wait Ime in ermour dighte; 

Gay galliards here my love fall dance, 
Whilt I my foes goe fghte. 


And you, fir Thomas, whom I truffle 
"ko bee my loves defence; 

Be carefull of my gallant Rofe 
Whea Tam parted hence.” 


And therewithall he fetcht a figh, 
As though his heart would breake: 
And Rofamonde, for very griefe, 
Not one plaine word could fpeake. 


And at their parting well they mighte 
In heart be grieved fore: 

After that daye faire Rofamonde 
The king did fee no more, 


For when his grace had paft the feas, 
And info France was gone; ~ 

With envious heart, queene Ellinor, 
To Woodilocke came anone 
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And forth the calles this truftye knighte, 
Tn an unhappy houre ; i 

Who with his clue of twined thread, 
Came from this famous bower. 


And when that they had wounded him, 
The queene this thread did gette, 

And went where ladye Rofamonde 
Was like an angell fette. 


But when the queene with fledfaft eye 
Beheld her beauteous face, 

She was amazed in her minde 
At her exceeding grace. 


Catt of from thee thofe robes, fhe faid, 
That riche and coftlye bee; 


And drinke thou up this deadlye draught, — 


Which [ have brought to thee. 


Then prefentlye upon her knees 
Sweet Rofamonde did falle ; 

And pardon of the queene fhe crav’d 
For her offences all. 


« Take pitty on my youthful yeares, 
Faire Rofamonde did crye; 

Aad lett mee not with poifon Rronge 
Enforced bee to dye. 
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I will renounce my finfull life, 
And in fome cloyfter bide ; 

Os elfe be baniflt, if you pleafe, 
To range the world foe wide, 


And for the fault which I have done, 165 
Though I was fore’d theretoe, 

Freferve my life, and punifh mee 
As you thinke meet to doe.” 


And with thefe words, her lillie handes 

She wrunge full often there ; 170 
And downe along her lovely face 

Did trickle many a teare. 


But nothing could this furious queene 
Therewith appeased bee; 

The cup of deadlye poyfon ftronge, 175 
As fhe knelt on her knee, 


Shee gave this comelye dame to drinke ; 
Who tooke it in her hand, 
And from her bended knee arofe, 
And on her feet did fland; 180 


And cafling up her eyes to heaven, 
Shee did for mercye calle; 
And drinking up the poifon ftronge, 
Her life fre loft withalle. 
And 
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Ans when that death through everye limbe 

Had thowde its greareft {pite, 185 
Her chiefet toes did plaine confeile 

Shee was a glorious wight. 


Her body then they did entumb, 
When life was fled away, 
At Godilowe, neare to Oxford towne, 


As may be feene this day. 19@ 
* 


VII. 
QUEEN ELEANOR’s CONFESSION 


« RY cleaner, the daughter and heirefs of William duke of 
Gui denne, ase count of “Potion, had been married fixteen } years 
to Louis FIL. Gag of France, and had attended fim ina 
croifede, which ok: monarch commanded againk the infin 
dels; but having lef the affeions of ber bifoand, and 

ven fallen under forme fufpicions of gallanty with a handfome 
Saracen, Laxis, nore delicate than politic precareda divorce 
from her, and reflored her thoje rick provinces, which by 
ber marriage Joe had annexed to the crownof France. The 
yourg count of Anjou, afterevards Henry LH. king of England, 
tho’ at that time dias in his nineteenth year, nine difcou- 
ruged by the difparity of age, nor by the reports of Eleanor’s 
gallantry, made fuch faccefi; ‘ud courtfbip to that ds 
ae de marvied ber fix weeks after her divorce, and 
pofefien of all ber dominions as a dxwery. A marriage th ies 
founded upon inseref wai mot Iekely to be very otek it 

appened 
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. Eleanor, who had difgufed ber fir8 
ies, was no lefs offenfrve to ber Jee 
carrying te extrenuty in £9 
ewery tr vamafbeartce oe female 
al fons by £ eat, avhans fie {ptm 
2; and endeavoxring te efeape ta 
arel in 1173) J8e wats difeovered 
SARE See nubick fi 
her bufsand iat 189. ; 
ny years: a ing. in 1304, in re feth year 
: ny gears Si Fobu.” See Hume's if. 
ye Speed, Stow, Sc. 

dt is pane: to ebferve, that the fodiowing ballad (given, 
i sy from ant old printed copy) is altegether 
u whalewer gallannies Eleanor encouraged in tae 
frand, none are imputed to her in that of 


happened accordingly 
bufeand y ber gal 
cond by her jealaufs # 
different parts of ber f 
b She had js 


UBENE Ellanor was a ficke woman. 
O And atria that fhe fhould dye: 
Then fhe fent for two fryars of France 

To fpeke with her {peedilye. 


The king calld downe his nobles all, 
By one, by two, by three 3 

“Bart marfhall, le goe Mirive the queene, 
And thou fait wend with mee.” 


we 


A boone, a boone; queth ear] marfhall, 

And fell on his bended knee ; 10 
That whatfoever queene Elianor faye, 

No harme therof may bee. 


Ne 
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Ue pawne my landes, the king then eryd, 
My {ceptre, crowne, and all, 

That whatfoere queen Elignor fayes 
No harme thereof fhail fall. 


Do thou put on a fryars coat, 
And Ile put on another; 

And we will to queen Elianor goe 
Like fryar and his brother. 


Thus both attired then they goe: 
When they came to Whitehall, 

The bells did ring, and the quiriffers fing, 
And the torches did lighte them all, 


When that they came before the queene 
They fell on their bended knee ; 

A boone, a boone, our gracious queene, 
‘That you fent fo haflilee. 


Are you two fryars of France, fhe fayd, 
As I fuppofe you bee? ; 

But if you are two Englithe fryars, 
You fhall hang on the gallowes tree, 


We are two fryars of France, they fayd, 
As you fuppole we bee, 

We have not been at any mage 
Sith we came from the fea, 
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The firft vile thing that ever T did 
I will to you unfolde ; 

Earl marfhall had my niaidenhed, 
Beneath this cloth of golde. 


Thats a vile finne, then fayd the king ; 
May God forgive it thee | 

Amen, amen, quoth earl marfhall ; 
With a heavye heart fpake hee. 


The next vile thing that ever I did, 
To you Ne net denye, 

I made a boxe of poyfon ftrong, 
To poifon king Henrye. 


Thats a vile finne, then fayd the king, 
May God forgive it thee! 

Amen, amen, quoth earl marfhall ; 
And I with it fo may bee. 


The next vile thing that ever I did, 
To youl will difcover ; 

I poyfoned fair Rofamonde, 
All in fair Woudflocke bower. 


Thats a vile finne, then fayd the king ; 
May God forgive it thee! 

Amen, amen, quoth earl marfhall ; 
And I with it {9 may bee. 
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Do you fee yonders little boye, 
A tofling of the balle? 

That is earl marfhalls eldeft fonne, 
And I love him the beft of all. 


Do you fee yonders little boye, 65 
A catching of the balle ? 

That is king Henryes youngeft fonne, 
And I love him the worft of all. 


His head is fathyon'd like a bull; 

His nofe is like a boare. 78 
No matter for that, king Henrye cryd, 

I love him the better therfore. 


The king pulled off his fryars coate, 
And appeared all in redde: 

She flirieked, and cryd, and wrung her hands, 75 
And fayd fhe was betrayde. 


The king lookt over his left thoulder, 
And a grimme look looked hee, 
Ear} marfhall, he fayd, but for my oathe, 
Or hanged thou fhouldft bee. 80 


F. 63, 67. She means that the sfdsf of thefe twa ae art 
miurfrall, the youngefi by tbe Rng, 
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ce HE furdy rock for all his freagth 
Ry raging feas is rent in twaine: 
The marble fone is pear? at length, 
With little drops of drizling rain: R 
The oxe doth yeeld unto the yoke, , 5 
‘The tteele obeyeth the hammer froke. 


The ftately ftagge, that feemes fo ftout, 
By yalping hounds at bay is fet: 
The iwiftett bird, that fies about, 
Is caught at length in fowlers net: 10 
The greatefi fifth, in déepeft brooke, 
Is fon deceived by fubtill hooka 


Yea man himfelfe, unto whofe will 
Au things are bounden to obey, 

For alf his wit and worthie kill, 1s 
Doth fade at length, and fall away. 

There is nothing but time doeth waffe; 

The heavens, the earth confume at laf, 


But vertue fits triumphing fill 
Upon the throae of glorious fame: 26 
Though fpiteful death mans bedy kill, 
Yet hurts he not his vertuous name 
. By Ife or death what {o betides, 
The ftate of yertue never flides. 


Vor. IL M xX. THE 
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xe 


THE BEGGAR’s DAUGHTER OF 
BEDNALL-GREEN. 


This popular od Ballad was written in the reign of Eli- 
zabeth, as appears not only from ver. 13, where the arm: 
of England are called the ** Queenes armes;” bxt ae its 
tune’s he quoted in other ald pieces, written in her time. 
See the Ballad on Mary Ampren ia this volumemThe 
late Mr. Guraris affered the Editor, that he had for- 
merly feen another old foug on the fame fubjed?, compofed in a 
different meafure from this; which was truly beautiful, if 
we may judge from the only Panza be remembered. In this 
it was faid of the old Beggar, that * down his neck 


his reverend Jockes 
In comelye curles did wave; 
And on his aged temples grewe 
The bloffomes of the grave.” 


The following Ballad ts chiefly given fron the Editor's 
Selia MS. compared with two ancient printed copies: the 
concluding flanzas, which contain the old Begear’s difcovery 
of himfelf, are not however given from any of thefe, being 
very different from thofe of the vulgar Ballad. Nor yet 
does the Editor offer them as genuine, but as a malern at~ 
tempt to remove the abfurdities and inconfifencies, which fo 
remarkably prevailed in this part of the fong, as it flood 
before: whereas by the alteration of a few lines, the Pury 
is rendered much more affeéting, anid is reconciled to proba- 
bility and true hiflory. For this informa us, that at the de- 
cifive battle of Evefham, (fought Aug. 4, 1265.) avben 
Simon de Montfort, the great Earl of Leiceffer, was flain 
at the head of che barons, bis eldgf fon Henry fell by his 


fide, 
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fide, and, in confequence of that defeat, his whole family 
Junk for ever, the king beflrwing their great honours and 
poffeffions on his fecond fon Edmund earl of Lancafter. 


Parr tse First. 


''T T was a blind beggar, had long loft his fight, 

He had a faire daughter of bewty moft bright ; 
And many a gallant brave fuiter had thee, 
For none was foe comelye as pretty Beflee. 


And though thee was of favor mott faire, 5 
Yett feeing thee was but a poor beggars heyre, 

Of ancyent houfekeepers defpifed was thee, 

Whofe fonnes came as fuitors to prettye Beffee. 


Wherefore in great forrow faire Beffy did fay, 

Good father, and mother, let me goe away to 
To feeke out my fortune, whatever ite bee. 

This fuite then they granted to prettye Beffee. 


Then Befly, that was of bewtye foe bright, 

All cladd in gray ruffett, and late in the night 

From father and mother alone parted thee; tS 
Who fighed and fobbed for prettye Beffee. 


Shee went till fee came to Stratford-le-Bow ; 

Then knew fhee nor whither, sor which way to goe: 

With reares thee lamented her hard definie, 

So fadd and foe heavy was pretty Beffee. 30 
Mos Suse 
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Shee kept on her journey uorill i¢ was day, 

And went unto Rumford along the hye way; 
Where at the Queenes armes entertained was fhee: 
oe faire and wel favoured was pretty Beflee. 


Shee had not beene there a month to an end, 
But mafter and miftres and all was her friend: 
And every brave gallant, that once did her fee, 
Was flraight-way enamourd of pretty Beflce. 


te 
as 


Great gifts they did fend her of filver and gold, 

And in their fongs daylye her love was extold; 39 
Her beawtye was blazed in every degree; 
Sue faire and foe comelye was pretty Beflee. 
The young men of Rumford in her had their joy; 
Snee fhewed herfelf curteous, and modefllye coye ; 
And at her commandment fil wold they bee; 35 
Soe fayre and foe comlye was pretty Beffee. 


Foure fuitors att once unto her did goe ; 

‘They craved her favor, but &ill fhe fayd noe; 

} wold not with gentles to marry with mee. 

Yett ever they honored prettye Beffee. 40 


The firft of them was a gallant young knight, 
And he came unto her difguifde in the night: 
‘The fecond a gentleman of good degree, 
Who wooed and fued for prettye Beffee. _ 


A mer- 
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Amerchant of London, whofe wealth was not {fmall, 45 
He was the third fuiter, and proper withall: 

Her matters own fonne the fourth man muft bee, 

Who fwore he would dye for pretty Beffee. 


And, if thou wilt marry with mee, quoth the knight, 

Ile make thee a ladye with joy and delight ; 50 
My hart’s fo inthralled by thy bewtie, 

That foone I fhall dye for prettye Beffee, 


The gentleman fayd, Come, marry with mee, 

As fine as a ladye my Beffy flal bee: 

My life is diftreffed: O heare me, quoth hee ; ss 
And grant me thy love, my prettye Beffee. 


Let me bee thy hufoand, the merchant cold fay, 

Thou fialt live in London both gallant and gay ; 

My flippes thall bring home rych jewells for thee, 
And I will for ever love pretty Beffee, 60 


Then Befly thee fighed, and thus fliee did fay, 
My father and mother I meane to obey ; 

Firft gett their good will, and be faithfull to mee, 
And you fhall enjoye your prettye Beffee. 


To every one this anfwer thee made, 65 
Wherfore unto her they joyfullye iayd, 
This thing to fulfill wee ail doe agree; 
But where dwells thy father, my prettye Beffee? 
M 3 My 
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My father, thee faid, is foone to be feene: 

The feely blind beggar of Bednall-greene, 79 
That daylye fits begging for charitie, | 

He is the good father of pretty Beffee. 


His markes and his tokens are knowen very well; 

He alwayes is led with a dogg and a bell: 

A feely olde man, God knoweth, is hee, 75 
Yett hee is the father of pretty Beffee. 


Nay then, quoth the merchant, thou art not for mee; 
Nor, quoth the innholder, my wilfe thou fhalr bee; 
Llothe, fayd the gentle, a beggars degree, 

And therefore, adewe, my pretty Beflee ! So 


Why then, quoth the knight, bap better or worfe, 
I waighe not true love by the waight of the purffe, 
And bewtye is bewtye in every degree ; 
Then welcome unto mz, my pretty Beffee, 


With thee to thy father forthwith I will goe. 85 
Ney foft, quoth his kinfmen, it muft not be foe; 

A poor beggars daughter noe ladye fhal bee, 

Then take thy adew of pretty Befiee, 


But foone after this, by breake of the day 
The knight had from Rumford flole Befly away. go 
The younge men of Rumford, as thicke might bee, 


Rode affer to feitch againe pretty Beffce. 
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As {wifte as the winde to ryde they were feene, 

Unull they came neare unto Bednall-greene ; 

And as the knight lighted mott courteouflie, 95 
They all fought againft him for pretty Beffee. 


Bat refcew came fpeedilye over the plaine, 

Or elfe the young knight for his love had been flaine. 
This fray being ended, then ttraitway he fee 

His kinfmen come rayling at pretty Beffee. 100 


Then fpake the blind beggar, Although I bee poore, 
Yett rayle not againft my child at my own doorex 
Though fhee be not decked in velvett and pearle, 
Yett will I dropp angeils with you for my girle. 


And then, if my gold may better her birthe, 10§ 
And equal! the gold that you lay on the earth, 

Thea neyther rayle nor grudge you to fee 

The blind beggars daughter a lady to bee. 


But fir you fhall promife, and have itt well knowne, 
The gold that you drop fhall all be your owne, 110 
With that they replyed, Contented bee wee, 

Then here’s, quoth the beggar, for pretty Beffee. 


With that an angeil he caft on the ground, 

And dropped in angels full three thoufand * pound; 
And oftentimes itt was proved mott plaine, 11g 
For the gentlemens one the beggar dropt twayne: 


* Is the Editor's folio MS. it is soos. 
M4 See 
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Soe that the place, wherin they did fitt, 

With gold i was covered every whitt. 

The gentlemen then having dropt all their flore, 

Sayd, Now, beggar, hold, for wee have noe more. 120 


Thou haft fulfilled thy premife arright. 

Then marry, quoth he. my girle to this knight; 
And heere, added hee, | will now throwe you downe 
Athundicd pounds more to buy her a gowne, 


The gentiemen all, that this treafure had feene, 12 
Admired the bey gar of Bednall-greene: 

And all thofe, thar were her fuitors before, 

Their fleflic for very anger they tore. 


Thus was faire Befle matched to the knight, 

And then made a ladye in others defpite: 120 
A fairer lacye there never was feene, 

‘Than the blind beggars daughter of Bednall-greene, 


But of their fumptuous marriage and feaft, 

What brave lords and knights thither were preft, 

The szconp ritr * fhall fet forth to your fight 13 
With marveilous pieafure, and withed delight. 


*,See.an Effay on the word Fur at the end of the Seconn Part. 
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Part THE SECOND, 
FF a blind beggars daughter moft bright, 
That late was betrothed unto a younge knight; 
All the difcourfe therof you did fee ; 
But now comes the wedding of pretty Beflee. 


Within a gorgeous palace moi brave, 5 
Adorned with all the coft they cold have, 

This wedding was kept moft fumptuoutlie, 

And all for the creditt of pretty Befee, 


All kind of dainties, and delicates fweete 

Were bought for the banquet, as it was moft meete; 10 
Partridge, and plover, and venifon moft free, 

Againt the brave weddiag of pretty Beffze. 


This marriage through England was fpread by report, 
Soe that a preat number therto did refort 

Of nobles and gentles in every degree; 1s 
And all for the fame of prettye Beflve. 


To church thes went this gallant younge knight ; 

His bride followed after, an ange!l moft bright, 

With troopes of ladyes, the like nere was feene 

As went with fweete Beily of Bednall-greene. 20 


This marryage being folempnized then, 
With muficke performed by the &ilfulle men, 
The nobles and gentles fate downe at that tyde, 


Each one admiring the beautifull bryde. 
Now, 
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Now, after the fumptuovs dinner was done, AR 
TYotalke, and to reafon a number begunn : 

They talkt of the blind beggars daughter moft bright, 
And what with his daughter he gave to the knight. 


Then fpaike the nobles, Much marveil have wee, 
This jolly blind begyar wee cannot here fee.” 30 
My lords, quoth the bride, my father’s fo bafe, 

He is loth with his prefence thefe flates to difgrace. 


" The prayfe of a woman in queflyon to bringe 

Before her own face, were a flattering thinge ; 

But wee thinke thy father’s bafenefs, quoth they, 35 
Might by thy bewrye be cleane put awaye,”’ 


They had noe fooner thefe pleafant words fpoke, 

But in comes the beggar cladd in a filke cloke; 

A faire velvet capp, and a fether had hee, 

And now a muficyan forfooth he wold bee. 49 


He had a daintye lute under his arme, 

He touched the ftrings, which made fuch a charme, 
Saies, Pleafe you to heare any muficke of mee, 

He fing you a fong of pretty Befee, 


With that his Inte he twanged ftraightway, 45 
And thereon begann moft fweetlye to play; 
And after that leffons were playd two or three, 
He flrayn'd out this fong moft delicatelic. 
“ A poore 
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** A poore beggars daughter did dwell ona greene, 

“* Who for her faireneffe might well be a queene: 50 
** A blithe bonny laffe, and a daintye was thee, 

*¢ And many one called her pretty Beffee. 


“ Her father hee had noe goods, nor noe land, 
‘ But beggd for a penny all day with his hand; 
* And yett to her marriage hee gave thoufands three*, 55 
© And till he hath fomewhat for pretty Beffee. 


*¢ And if any one here ber birth doe difdaine, 

‘“* Her father is ready, with might and with maine, 

“* To proove fhee is come of noble degrees 

‘¢ Therfore never flout att prettye Beffee.” 68 


With that the lords and the companye round 
With harty laughter were readye to {wound ; 
Att laft faid the lords, Fuil well wee may fee, 
The bride and the beggar’s behoulden to thee, 


On this the bride all blufhing did rife, 65 
The pearlie dropps ftanding within her faire eyes, 

O pardon my father, grave nobles, quoth fhee, 

That throughe blind affection thus doteth on mee. 


If this be thy father, the nobles did fay, 

Well may he be proud of this happy day ; 79 
Yett by his countenance well may wee fee, 

His birth and his fortune did never agrees 


® So the folio MS. 
And 
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And therfore, blind man, we pray thee bewrsy, 
(Ane Sooke that the truth thou to us doe fay) 


Thy o/cb and thy parentage, what itt may bee; 


“? 
Dad 


For the love that thou bearei to pretty Beflee. 
“Then give me leave, nobles and gentles, each one, 
Ore fong more to fing, and then I have done ; 

And if that itt may net winn good report, 

Then doe not give mea caoar for my Ipert. £9 
{Sir Simon de Montfort my fubject {hal bee; 

Once chiefe of all the great barons was hee, 

Yet fortune fo cruelle this lorde did abafe, 

Nosy lofe and forgotten are hee and his race. 


“ When the barons in armee did king Henrye cppofe, 85 
*« Sir Simon de Montfort their leader they chofe ; 

* A leader of courage undaunted was hee, 

* And oft-times he made their enemyes flee. 

« At leagth in the battle on Evefhame plaire 

* The barons were routed, and Montfort was flaine; go 
<* Moile fatall that bsttel did prove unto thee, cs 

a6 


Thoughe thou wait not borne then, my prettye Beflee! 


** Mong with the nobles, that fell at that tyde, 
& His eldett fon Henrye, who fought by his fide, 
*© Wags fell’e by a blowe, he receivce in the fipht! — g5 
«A blowe that deprivde him for ever of fight. 
« Among 
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eS out ong the dead bodyes all lifeleile he laye, 


Hl even 


g drewe on of the following daye, 
* When by a yong ladye difcoverd was hee ; 
© And this was thy mother, my prettye Beflce! roo 


‘ A barons faire daughter fept forth in the nighte 
“To feavch for her father, who fell in the fight, 
And feeling yong Montfort, where gaping he laye, 


‘© Was moved with pitye, and brought him awaye. 


“Ty fecrette fhe nurit him, and fivaged his paine, 105 
SAV 


le he throughe she realme was beleevd to be flaines 
faire bride fhe coniented to bee, 
“© And made him glad father of prettye Beffee. 


And nowe let cure foes our lives fholde betraye, 
lothed ourfelves in beggars arraye; 210 


Fatt forty winters el Bath tig 


A filly blind beggar of Beda greene, 


a here, noble ford: 


<BR na, is ended the fong 

* OF one, that once to your own ranke did belong: 

* And thus have you learned a fec:e:te from mee, 

“ That t had beene knowne, but for prettye Beffze.” 


2 Now 
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Now when the faire companye everye ene, rat 
Had hesrd the flrange tale in the fong he had fhowne, 
They all were amazed, as well they might bee, 

Both at the blinde beggar, and pretty Beffee. 


With that the faire bride they all did embrace, 125 
Saying, Sure thoe art come of an honourable race, 
Thy father likewife is of noble degree, 

And thou art well worthy a lady to bee. 


Thus was the feaft ended with joye and delighte, 

A bridegroome moft happy then was the young knighte, 
In joy and felicitie long lived hee, 13f 
All with bis faire ladye, the pretty Beffee. 


4i¢ Theword rit, for PAat, often occurs in our an- 
elent ballads, and metrical romances: which being divided 
into feveral parts for the convenience of finging them at pub- 
Hc entertainments, avere in the intervals of the fea fung by 
Firs, or intermiffions. So Puttenham inhis Art of Englifb 
Poefie, 1580, fays, “ the Epithalamie was divided by 
** breaches into three partes ta ferve for three feveral #173, 

S¢ or times to be fung.” p. 4h 
From the fame usviter we learn fome curious particulars 
relative to the flate of ballad-finging in that age, that will 
throw light om the prefent fubjed? : Jpeaking of the quick re- 
turns of oie manner of tune in the Jhere meafures ufed by 
common rivers; thefe, he fays, “* glut the care, unlefs it be 
“ in fall and popular mufickes. fung by thefe Cantabanqui, 
* won benches and barrels heads, where they have none 
‘* other audience then bays or countrey fellowes, that paffe by 
“* them in the fireele; or elfe by BLIND HARPERS, or fuch 
: “ dike 
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“ Tike taverne Mixfivels, that give a Fit of mirth for a 
““GROAT, .. their matter being for the moft part lorie: of 
“old time, as the tale of Sir Topas, the reportes of Bevis of 
“ Southampton, Guy of Warwicke, Adam Bell and Clynme 
“ of the Clough, and fuch other ol? romances or bifforical 
“vimes, made purpofely for recreation of the common people at 
" Chriffmaffe dinners and brideales, and in tavernes and 
© alchoufes, and fuck other places of bafe reforte.”” p. 69. 

This /pecies of entertainment, whisk feems to bave been 
banded down from the ancient bards, was in the time of 
Puttenham falling into negleé?; but that it was not, 
even then, wholly excleded more genteel affemblies, be gives 
us room to infer from another paflage, ‘« Ve curfilves, fays 
*¢ ris courtly avriter, have written for gleafure a little 
brief romance, or hiflerical ditty in the Englifh tong of 
“ the ifle of Great Briteine in foot and long meetres, and 
“ by breaches or divifions [i.e F118] te be more commo- 
 dicufly fing to the harpe in places f affembly, where 
« the company faai be detroxs to beare of old adventures, 
“ and waliauxces of noble knights in times paf, as ave 
“ thofe of Ring Arthur and his knights of the Round radle, 
“ Sir Beuys of Southampton, Guy of arwicke, and ethers 
CO AY ae gee 

In niore ancient times no grand feene of fefivity was com- 
fleat without one of thefe reciters to entertain the company 
uith feats of arms, and tales of knivhthood, or, as one of 
thefe old minferels fays, ix the beginning of an ancient ro- 
mance in the Editor's folio ATS, 1 


“* When meate and dvinke is great plentyé, 
6 Anil lords ami ladyes fll ail bee, 
“ And fitt and fllace § lytte; 
“* Then itt is time for mee to focake 
"© OF keene huighte:, and kempis great, 
ce Sach carping for to Eythe 


He war one of § Ebizabeths govt. pesfioners, at a tins tuben she 


awh fe bund. sonfyet of men of d pinguy bed bite ard folane. Sid. 
with, Cx, 
y 
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’ 
If we confider har a anoar in the age of Elizabeth 
was more than eyrivelint to a filing now, we faall find 


that the ole harpers were even then, when their art was on 
the decline. upon afar more reputable footing than the ballad- 


eg of one fuck ballad as this 
een, in 2 parts, was rewarded 
with half a crown of oxr money. And that they made a 
very refpediable aptewm ance, w y learn from the drefs off 
the old beggar, in the preceding Ballad, p. 170, where he 
cones into company in the habit and charadter of one of thefe 
minfirels, being not dxown to be the bride's father, till after , 
her fpcech, ver. 63, The exordium of his foug, and his 
claiming a GRoAv for his reward, v. 70, are peculiarly 
charadicvriftic of that profefion ~—~Moft of the ald ballads be 
gin ina por manner, tt order to captivate the atiention 
of the auatence. induce thet to purchofe a recital of the 
in conclude the Bi Rey part without large 
greater entertainment in the sECOND. This 
veceflary piece of art to incline the hearers to be at the 
 expence of a Jecod great s-warth — Many of the old romances 
extend te cight or nine BITS, which would afford a confider- 
adle proft to the reeiter. f 
To return to the word viv 3 tt feems at one time to have 
peculiarly figuifed the paufe, o breathing-time, between the 
feveral parts, (anfucring to Paasus in the viftons of Pierce 
Plowman) ¢ thus in the ancient Ballad of Cotvy-CHase, 
(Vol. I p. 9) the fifi Part ends with this line, 


“ The firft vvr here I fynde :” 


i.e. here I come te the fixf paufe or intermiffon, (See alfo 
Foi. t. p. 26.) By degrees it came.to fignify the whole part 
or dinijion preceding the paufe, (See Vol. L. pp. 164, 193.) 
This ferfe it had obtained fo early as the tine of Chaucer: 
who thus concludes the fir part of his rhyme of Sir Thopas 


(writ in ridicule of the old ballad remances) + 


Sfiagers of aur time. 
of the Regear of Bees 


“ Lol lordis mine, here is @ FT; 
“Uf ye wall any more of it, . 


“To tell it svsll I feade.” 


The 
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The word vir indeed appears originally to have fignified a 
Poetic Strain, Verfe, or Poem; for in thefe fenfes tt is ufed 
by the Anglo Saxon writers Thus K. Alfred in bis Boetius, 
having given a verfion of lib. 3, metr. §, adds, Daye 
piyoom tha thap prece apuayen hrpoe, p. 65, f.e. 
“ When wifdom bad fung thele (Fitrys] verfés.” And in 
the Procm ts the fame book Boron yicee, “ Put into [Pitt] 
“ verfe.”’ Soin Cedmon, p. 45 Feond on preze, feems 
to mean “ compofed a fone,” or * poem+—The Reader will 
trace this old Saxon phrafe, in the application of the word 
fond, in the forézoing paffage of Chaucer. See Giff 

Spencer has nfed the word rit to denote “a rain of 
 mufics? fee bis poem, intitled, “ Coutin Clout’s come 
hone again,” where he fays, 

The Shepherd of the ocean [Sir Walt. Raleig5} 

Provo\ed me to play fome plealant Fir, 

And when he heard the mufic which I made 

He found bimielf full greatlye pleas’d at it, &e. 


Tt is alfo ufed in the old Balladof K. Estmers, Vol. I. 
pe 74) Ve 2435 

From being applied to Mufic, this word was eafily trans- 
ferred to Dancing ; thus in the old play of Cutty Juventus 
(deferibed in p. 140), Fuventus fays, 

By the mafle | would fayne go daance a Firte. 


And from being wfed as a Part or Diviffon in a Ballad, 
Poem, ec. it is applied by Bate toa Section or Chapter 
in a Book, (though I believe in a fenfe of ridicole or far- 
cafn) for thus he intities two Chaprers of his Englith As- 
tatyes pt. ad. viz.——yol. 49, © The fyim pyit of 
«safeime with Kynge Wyllyam Rufis.”"——ya/. so, 
“An other Fyrr of Anfelme w.ta kyonge Wyllyam 
“ Rufus.” 


Vou. I. N Xl. FANCY 
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XI. 
NeG ig SNe Daal Rak. 


By rue Earn or Oxrorn. 


Edward Vere, Earl of Oxford, was in high fame, for bis 
poetical talents in the reign of Elizabeth : perbaps it is ne 
infury to Ais reputation that for of Ais compofirions are pre~ 
ferued for the infpecti an of impa artial pofer ty. To gratify 
currofity, we dave ixferted a fonnet of his, which i is quoted 
with great excomiunis for its *  excellencié and wit,” tn Puts 
tenham's Arte. of Eng Poefie*, and found tative in the Gar~ 
land of Goodwill: pece uw more of his fonnets (aiftinguifhed 
by the initial letters BE. O.) may be feen in the Paradife of 
Daintie Devifes. One of thife ts intitled, “ The Complaint 
“ of a Lover, wear) blacke and parla The only tines 
init worth notice are thee, 


A crowne of baies fhall that man ‘ beare’ 
Who triumphs over me; 

For black and tawnie will I weare, 
Which mournieg colours be. 


We find in Halls Chronicle, that when 2, Catharias of 

, Fan. 8, 15363 “ Queen Anne { Bullen} ware 

> mewrning.”” And when this unfortunate 

ae ¥gs the fame year , onthe afen- 
ne fer mourning ware WHYTE.” 


res 
1589, p. 192 
Edward, 
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Edward. who was the XVUIth cart of Oxford, of the 
family of Pere, fucceeded his father in bis title and honours 
in i $2, and dted an aged manin i604. See My. Walpele's 
Noble Authors. Athen. Oxon. &e. 


(5 OME hither thepherd’s fwayne: 
“ Sir, what do you require ?” 

I praye thee, fhewe to me thy name. 
*« My name is Fonp Desire.” 


When wert thou borne, Defire? 5 
‘In pompe and pryme of may.” 

By whom, fweet boy, wert thou begot? 
“ By fond Conceit men fay.” 


Tell me, who was thy nurfe? 

“Frefh Youth in fugred joy.” 10 
What was thy meate and dayly foode? 

“Sad fighes with great annoy.” 


What hadit thou then to drinke 2 
* Unfavoury lovers teares.” 

What cradle wert thou rocked in? 15 
“In hope devoyde of feares.” 


What lulld thee then afleepe? 
“ Sweete fpecch, which likes me bef.” 
Tell me, where is thy dwelling place ? 
«In gentle hartes J reft.” 20 
Na What 
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What thing doth pleafe thee moft ? 
“ To gaze on beautye ftille.” 

Whom dof thou thinke to be thy foe ? 
“ Difdayn ef my good wille.” 


Doth companye difpleafe ? 2g 
* Yes, farelye, many one.” 

Where doth Defire delighte to live? 
* He loves to live alone,” 


Doth either tyme or age 

Bringe him unto decaye? > 30 
“No, no, Defire both lives and dyes 

“ Ten thoufand times a daye.* 


Then, fond Defire, farewelle, 
‘Thou art no mate for mee; 

I tholde be lothe, methinkes, to divelle mR 
With fuch a one as thee. 


ee 


XI 
SIR ANDREW BARTON, 


I cannot give a better relation of the fat, which is the 
[ubjed of the following ballad, than in an extra from the 
late Mr. Guthrie’s Peerage; which was begun upon a very 


alegant plan, but never fintfhed. Fol, I. gtovp. 22. 
J The 
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“ The tranfaGion which did the greateft honour to the earl 
of Surrey * and his family at this time (A.D. 1611.] 
was their bebaviour in the cafe of Barton, a Scotch fea 
officer. This centleman's father having fuffered by fea from 
the Portuguese he had obtained letsers of marque for his 
tao fons to make reprifals upon the fubjedls of Portugal, It 
ts extremely probable, that the court of Scotland granted 
thefe letters with no very honeft intention, The council 
board of Ensland, at which the earl of Surrey held the 
chief place, was daily peflered avith complaints from the 
Sailors and merchants, that Bastoa. who ewas called Sir 
Andrews Barton, under pretence of frarching for Portuguefe 
goods, interrupted the Englifh navigation. Henry's fitua~ 
tien at that time rendered him backward from breaking with 
Scotland. fo that thetr complaints were but coldly received. 
The earl of Surrey, however, could not fmother his indig- 
nation, but gallanily declared at the council beard, that 
while he had an efiate that could furnifh out a flip, or a 
Jon that was capable of commanding one, the narrow feas 
Should ot be infefed. 

* Sir Andvew Barton, who. commanded the two Scotch 
Ships, had the repstation of being one f the ableft fea officers 
of his time By his depredations, he had amaffed great 
wealth, and his foips were very richly laden. Henry, not- 
withfanding his fituatien, could not refuufe the generous offer 
made by the earl of Surrey. Tewe faips were immediately fitted 
out, and put ta fea with letters of marque, under his two 
Sons, Sir Thomas ¢ and Sir Edward Howard. After en- 
countering a great deal of foul eweather, Sir Thomas cante 
up with the tig which was commanded by Sir Andrew 
Barton in perfon; and Siv Edward came up with the Union, 
Barton's other fhip, {called by Hall, the Bark of Scotland.} 
The engagement which enfued was extremely obfinate on both 
Sides; 5% at loft the fortune of the Howards prevailed. Sir 
Andrew was killed fighting bravely, and encouraging his 


* Themes Howard, afterwards created Duke of Ne foik. 
+ Called by old bijivrians lord Howard, afterwards created earl of 
Survey in S33 father's ifs-time, He was fether of the postical E. of Surrey. 
N 3 MER 
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gree with bis ae le, to hold ont to the laff; and the rvs 
fins with their cretos, were carried into the river 
: ‘fAue. ergata 

“This exploit hed the more merit, as the two Englift 
commanders were it & manner woluntcers In the Servite, by 
their farher’s ordev But it feems to have laid the founda- 
ifs dward’. 3 fortune; for, on the rth of april Vgt2, 
teied Lin (according to Dugdals) admiral f 
Wales, &e 
“ Janes * inffled upon {atisfattion for the death of 
an dcapinre of his hip: ‘tho’ Heary had generoufly 
athe crews, and even agrecd thal the par ties accufed 
spear in his courts of adnirally hy their alttornies, 
ts windteate t benfelves.’ * This affair was in a great mea- 
fure the ca fe of the battle of Eladden, in which James IF. 
loft his life. 


IN the following ballad will be found perhaps fome few 
deviations from the truth of hifory to atone for whick it 
has probably recorded many lelfer fads, which biftery hath 
OF condi jeinded tordate. Lia’e many of che little circum~ 
fances of the fary to bc real, iecarfe T find one of the moft 
wnlikely ; ‘0 be not very remote frene the truth. In Pro a, v, 

156, it is fatd, that England bad before © but two fhis of 
war.” Now the canat ABR ¥ had been bxilz only foven 
years before, wiz jn 15043 which “* was properly /; i aking 
86 the firfl faip tn ike Englif> navy, Before this peried, nuhen 
St the sh wanted a fret, &é had x0 other expedient but 
j elt the merchants.” Flume. 
spears to have been written in the 

, bas pecet iesd great improvements front 
MS. ¢ whereia was an ancient copy, which, 


é, gf ceoie in many refpedts fuperior ts 


ie ey ‘ditor's pil 
though wEery EX 
the # 


ballad; the latter being evidently modernized 
aad wre zed frun it. The fe Mowing text is however in 
jome places amended and improved by the latter (chiefly 
from a black letter capy in the Pepys colle@ion), as alfa’ by 
cosjeure, 


, Tux 
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Tue First Parr. 


: HEN Flora with her fragrant flowers 
‘Bedecke the earth fo trim and gaye, 
¢ And Neptune with his daintye thowers 
‘Came to prefent the monthe of Maye *;’ 
King Henrye rode to take the ayre, & 
Over the river of Thames paft hee ; 
When eighty merchants of London came, 
And downe they knelt upon their knee. 


“ © yee are welcome, rich merchants; — - 

Good faylors, welcome unto mee.” 10 
They fwore by the rood, they were faylors good, 
But rich merchants they cold not bee: ; 

“ To France nor Flanders dare we pafs: 
Nor Bourdeaux voyage dare we fare ; 

And all for a rover that lyes on the feas, its 
Who robbs us of our merchant ware.” 


King Henrye frownd, and turned him rounde, 
And {wore by the Lord, that was mickie of might, 
“T thought he had net beene in the world, 
Durft have wrought England fuch unright.” 20 
The merchants fighed, and faid, alas! 
And thus they did their anfwer frame, 
He is a proud Scotr, that robbs on the feas, 
And Sir Andrewe Barton is his name. 


© From the pr. copy, Fer, 1. 83. robber, MS. 
. Nea The 
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The king lookt over his left thouldér, 
And an angtye look then fooked hee: 

« Have I never a Jorde in ail my rea'me, 
Vill fitch yond traytor unto mee?” 

Yea, that dare 1; lord Howard fayes ; 
Yea, that dare IL with heart and hand ; 

If it pleats your grace to give me leave, 
Myfelfe wil be the only man. 


Thou art but yong; the kyng replyed: 
Yond Scott hath numbred manye a yeare. 
* Trott me, my hege, He make him quail, 
Or before my prince I will never appeare.” 
Then bewemen and gunners thou fhalt have, 
And chufe them over my realme fo free ; 
Belides good mariners, and thipp-boyes, 
To guide the great fhipp on the fea. 


The fir! man, that lord Howard chofe, 
Was the ablett yunnér in all the realm, 
Thoughe he was threefcore yeeres and ten; 

ood Peter Simon was his name. 
Peter, fais hee, I muft to the fea, 

To bring bome a traytor live or dead: 
Before all others 1 have chofen thee; 

Of a hundred gunners to be the head, 


Ver. 29. lord Charles Howard. MS. 


4$ 


If 
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If you, my lord, have chofen mee 
Of a hundred gunners to be the head, 50 
Then hang me up on your maine-matt tree, 
If I mifie my marke one filling bread * 
My lord then chofe a boweman rare, 
“Whofe active hands had gained fame t. 
In Yorkfhire was this gentleman borne, ae 
And William Horieley was his name f. 


Horfeley, fayd he, I mut with fpeede 
Go fecke a traytor on the fea, 
And now of a hundred bowe nen brave 
To be the head I have chofen thee. &9 
Uf you, quoth hee, hav. chofen mee 
Of a hundred bowemen ta be the head; 
Qn your maine-mat Ne hanged bee, 
1f I mifs twelvefcore one penny bread *. 


With pikes and gunnes, and bowemen bold, 6 
This sole Howard is gone to the fea; 
With a valyant heart and a pleafant cheare, 
Out at Thames mouth fayled he. 
And days he fcant had fayled three, 
Upon the ‘ voyage’, he tooke in hand, 40 
But there he mett with a noble thipp, 
And Routely made itt flay and fland. 


* An old Eng. aword for Breadth. + Pr. copy 
y Mr. Taube, tn brs Nates to the Poors om the Battle UY Flodden Field, 
contends, tbat this expert bexunnan's name was nof Horsecey, but 
Hustrars, of @ farsi fy long feated nar Stockton, in Clevsland, Yarke 
Mire, Vids p. 5 ver. 70. Journey. MS, 
Thou 
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Thou mu tell me, lord Howard faid, 
Now who thou art, and what’s thy name; 

ng fe: 7S 
Aad whither bourd, and whence thon camie. 

My same is henry Mant, quoth hee 
With a heavye heart, and a carefull mind; 


Tand my Supp doe both belong , 


And fhewe me where thy dw 


r¢ Newcaille, that flands upon Tyne. 8e 


Vad thou rot beard, nowe, Henrye Haunt, 
As thou hatt fayled by daye and by night, 
OF a Secousth rover on the feas 3 
Men call him fir Andrew Barton, knight? 
‘Then ever he ighed, and fayd alas! 85 
With a grieved mind, and well away ! 
Bat over-well ] knowe that wight, 
las his prifoner yefterday. 


As I was fayling uppon the fea, 

A Bordeaux voyage for to fare; gs 
"To hie hach-borde be clafped me, 

And robd the of ail my merchant ware; 


And mickle acbts, God wot, F owe, 
Asdevere man will have his owne ; 

And Lam nowe to Londen bounde, 95 
OF our gracious king 1o beg a boone. 


Fer. gt, Tie MS. bas bere Acchiborde, dur in Pt, LL, ver. §. Hachebord. 


You 
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That fhall not need, lord Howard fais ; 
Lett me but once that robber fee, 
For every penny tane thee froe 
Tt fhall be doubled thilliogs three. 100 
Nowe God forefind, the merchaat {aid, 
That you fold ieck foe far amiffe | 
God keepe you ont of that traitors hands! 
Full lide ye wott what a man hee is. 


Hee js braffe within, and fleele without. 105 
With beames on bis topceaflle ttronge; 
Aod eightecn picces of ordinance 
He carries on each ide along: 
And he hash a pinnace deetlye dight, 
St. Andrewes ecoRe thar is his guide 5 110 
His pinnace beare h nineicore men, 
And fifteen canons on each fide. : 


Were ye twentye thippes, and he but one ; 
I fweare by kirke, and bower, and hall; 

He wold overcome them everye one, 115 
If once his beames they doe downe fall *, 


* Tt flould feem from bence, that before sur marine artillery was brought 
to it: hues perfection, fome areal commanders bad recourfe ts injflruments 
er machinet, fintlar ir ufey te haps wilike in canfiraBion, to the 
SLB RING made of lead ar i970 ajed by the ancfent Greeks; wbied 
2 anded from beams or ae fistened to tby muflsy and wabicd they 
grecipitet ly tet fall on tbe encrnies Phifer, Sat order to fink rheo ing 
betes throug’ the bottoms of tésir underked ge ai, or otherwedfe damaging 

De ute Thefe are mentioned by Toueydider, Lib. 3 d. Shs 
fe ained in Sckepie i de Militia Now ali, Lib. 2, 
fap. Sy po A368, Ed (852, gia 


> and are mare fully expix 
ALB. If every where in the MS. foems to be weitten Beanes, 


This 
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This is cold comfort, fais my lord, 


To wellcume a ftranger thus to the fea: 


Yet Ile bring him and his flupp to fhore, 


Or to Scottland hee fhiall carrye mee. 


Then a noble gunner you mut have, 


And he mui aim well with his his ee, 


And fiske bis pinnace into the fea, 


Or elfs hee never orecome will bee: 


And if you chance his fhipp to borde, 


This counfel I muft give withall, 


Let no man to his topcaftle goe 


To flrive to let his beams downe fall. 


And feven pieces of ordinance, 


1 pray your honour fend to mee, 


Gn each fide of my fhipp along, 


And I will lead you on the fea. 


A glaffe Ile fctt, that may be kere, 


Whether you fayle by day or night; 


139 


139 


And tc-morrowe, I fweare, by nine of the clocke 13¢ 


You fhall meet with Sir Andrewe Barton knight, 


Tre 
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Tue Secoxo Part. 


HE merchant fett my lorde a glaffe 
Soe well apparent in his fight, 

And on the morrowe, by nine of the clocke, 

He fhewed him Sir Andrewe Barton knight. 
His hachebord it was ¢ gilt’ with gold, 5 

Soe deerlye dight it dazzled the ee: 
Nowe by my faith, lord Howarde fais, 

This is a gallant fight to fee. 


Take in your ancyente, flandards eke, 
So clofe that no man may them fee; 12 
And put me forth a white willowe wand, 
As merchants ufe to fayle the fea. 
But they flirred neither top, nor matt * ; 
Stoutly they paft Sic Andrew by. ; 
What Englith churlys are yonder, he fayd, 1¢ 
‘That can foe litle curtefye? 


Now by the roode, three yeares and more 
1 have beene admirall over the fea; 
And never an Englifh nor Portingall : 
Without my leave can paffe this way. 29 
Then called he forth his ftout pinnace; 
“« Fetch backe yond pedlars nowe to mee: 
I fweare by the maffe, yon Englith churles. 
Shall all hang att my maine-mait tree.” 


Ve, §- * hached with geld,’ 429, * ie. dd at falete. 
With 
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Vith that the pinnace itt fhott off 
Foll well lord Howard might it ken ; 
For itt froke down my lord's fore matt, 
And killed fourteen of his men.: 
Come hither, Simon, fayes my lord, 
Looke that thy word be true, thou faid ; 
For at my msine-mait thou fialt hang, 
If thou mille thy marke one fhilling bread. 
Simon wes old, but bis heart itt was bold. 
His ordinance he laid right lowe ; 
He put in chaine fall nine yardes long, 
With other great fhott lefle, and mos; 
Aad he lette goe his great guones fhott; 
Sce well he fertled itt with his ee, 
The firft fight that Sir Andrew fawe, 
He fee his pinnace funke in the fez. 


And when he faiy his pinnace funke, 
Lord, how his heart with rage did fwell! 
* Nowe cuttimy ropes, itt is time te be gon; 
lle fetch yond pediare backe my {ell.” 
When my Lord fawe Sir Andrewe loofe, 
Within his heart hee was fall faine ; 


a5 


ts 
re) 


45 


* Nowe fpread your ancyents, flrike up drummes, 


Sound all your trumpetts out amaine.” 


barged cSain-fbot. 


2 Fight 
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Fight on, my men, Sir Andrewe fais, 
Weale howfoever this geere will {way ; 50 
Itt is my lord admirall of England, 
Is come to feeke mee on the fea. ; 
Simon had a fonne, who fhott right well, 
That did Sir Andrewe mickle feare ; 
In ate his decke he gave a fhott, 13 
Killed threefcore of his‘men of warre. 


Yhen Henrye Hunt with rigour hott 
Came bravely on the other fide, 
ve he drove downe his fore-matt tree, 


And killed fourfcore men befide, 6a 
ve, out alas! Sir Andrewe cryed, 

S ) 
What may a inan now thinke, or fay ?. 


NW 


Yonder merchant theefe, that pierceth mee, 


He was my prifener yefterday. 
y 


ur tome, thou Gordon good, 6s 
‘ 
i 
t 


ye waft readye att : 


2 three hundred markes, 


] 
If thou wilt let my heames downe fil, 
Lord Howard hee thea calid in hade, 
“ Trorfeley fee thou be true in dead ; 79 


Por thou fhaft at the mah: 
tf thou mifle twelvefcore one penny bread, 


¢ 


Ver, $7. 84 pounds, MS. 
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Then Gordon fwarved the maine-maft tree, 
He fwarved it with might and maine; 
But Horfeley with a bearing arrowe, 
Stroke the Gordon through the braine ; 
And he fell unto the haches again, 
And fore his deadlye wounde did bleed: 
Then word went through Sir Andrews men, 
How that the Gordon hee was dead. 


Come hither to mee, James Hambilton, 
Thou art my only filters fonne, 

If thou wilt let my beames downe fall, 
Six hundred nobles thou haft woune. 


_ With that he fwarved the maine-maft tree, 


He fwarved it with nimble art ; 
But Horfetey with a broad arréwe 
Pierced the Hambilton thorough the heart: 


Aad downe he fell upon the deck, 
That with his blood did flreame amaine: 
Then every Scott cryed, Well-away t 
Alas a comelye youth is flaine! 
All woe begone was Sir Andrew then, 
With griefe and rage his heart did fwell ¢ 
** Go fetch me forth my armour of proofe, 
For { wil to the topeaftle myfell.”* 


7$ 


89 


86 


go 


9§ 


Ver, 75. bearings, fe. bat carries well, &¢. But fes Glaff val. I, 


& Goe 
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‘© Goe fetch me forth my armour of proofe ; 
That gilded is with gold foe clerre: 
God be with my brother John of Barton! 
Again the Portingalls hee it ware; 109 
And when he had on this armour of proofe, 
He was a gallant fight to fee: 
Ah! nere did& thou mect with living wight, 
My deere brothér, could cope with thee.” 


Come hither Horfeley, fayes my lord, 105 
And looke your fhaft that itt goe right, 
Shoot a good fhoote in time of need, 
And for it thou fhalt be made a knight. 
Ne fhoot my beit, quoth Horfeley then, 
Your honour fhiall fee, with might and maine; 110 
But if I were hanged at your maine-maft, 
I have novw left but arrowes twaine. 


Sir Andrew he did fwarve the tree, 
With right good will he fwarved then: 
Upon his breafl did Horfeley hitt, 11g 
But the arrow bounded back agen. 
Then Horfeley fpyed a privye place 
With a perfect eye in a fecrette part; 
Under the {pole of his right arme 
He fmote Sir Andrew to the heart. 120 


Vora bis Q  Figat 


194 


A NOS LEN, TT. P,O.E MS. 


“ Fight on, my men, Sir Andrew fayes, 
A litde Ime hart, but yett not flaine ; 
He but Ive downe and blecde a while, 
And then He rife and fight againe, 
“ Fight on, my inen, ose Andrew fayes, 125 
And never fisnche before the foe ; 
And Sand faf by St. Avdrewes croffe 
Until you heare my whitle blowe.” 


They vever heard his whiftle blow, 
Which mace thir hearis waxe fore adread: 120 
Then Horleley tuyd, Aboard, my lord, 
For wall | otc Sir Andrew’s dead. 
They boarded then his nuble fhipp, 
They boarced it wah might and maine; 
Righteen {core Scovs alive they found, 135 
The reft were ether maimed or fleine, 


Lord Howard tooke a fword in band, 
Acd off he fo ote Sir Andrewes head; 
“Tmt have left England many a daye, 
If thou wert al've as thou art dead.” ro 
He «anfed his body to be caft 
Over the hatchbord into the fea, 
And about his middle three hundred crownes: 
“© Wherever thou land this will bury thee.” 


Thus 
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Thus from the warres lord Howard came, 145 
And backe he fayled ore the maine, : 
With mickle joy and triumphing 
Into Thames mouth he came againe. 
Lord Howard then a letter wrote, 
And fealed ir with feale and ring ; 150 
“ Such a noble prize have I brought to your grace, 
As never did subject to a king, 


* Sir Andrewes fhipp I bring with mee ; 
A braver fhipp was never none: 
Nowe hath your grace two fhipps of warr, 1 


Wy 
‘wr? 


Before in England was but one.” 
King Henryes grace with royall cheere 
Welcomed the noble Howard home, 
And where, faid he, is this rover ftout, 
That I myfelfe may give the doome ? 160 


“ The rover, he is fafe, my leige, 
Full many a fadom in the fea; 
If he were alive as he is dead, 
I muft have left England many a day: 
And your grace may thank four meni’the thip 165 
For the victory wee have wonne, 
Thefe are William Horfeley, Heary Hunt, 
Aad Peter Simon, and his fonne,” 


O 2 To 
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To Henry Hunt, the king then fayd, 


In leu of what was from thee tane, 179 
A noble a day now thou fhalt have, 
Sie Andrewes jewels and his chayne. 
And Horfeley thou {halt se ake 
e flore; 
178 
Nowe, Peter Simon, thou art old, 
i will maintaine thee and thy fonne: 
And the men fhall have Sve hundred markes 
For the good fervice they have done, 188 
Then in came the queene with Iadyes fair 
To fee Sir Andrewe Barton knight : 
They weend that hee were broughe on fhore, 
And thoeght to have feen a gallant fight. 
Bat when they fee his deadlye face, 18¢ 


And eyes foe hollow in his head, 
{ wold give, queth the king, a thoufand markes, 
This man were alive as hee is dead : 
Yett forthe manfull part hee playd, 
Which fought {ce well with heart and hand, 190 
His men fhall have twelvepence a day, 


Till they come to my brother kings high land, 
4% 
* 


#7375; 6 < « Esis of Nottingham, And foe was never, kc. MS. 


XI. LADY 
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XU. 
LADY ANNE BOTHWELL’s LAMENT. 


A ScortisH Son. 


The fubjelt of this pathetic Ballad the Editor once thought 
might pofibly relate to the Earl of Bothwell, and bis defer- 
tion of his wife Lady Fean Gordon. to make room for his 
marriage with the Queen of Scots: But this opinion he now 
believes to be groundle/s; indeed carl Bothwell's age, who 
was upwards of SO at the time of that marriaze, renders it 
unsthely that Ne fhould be the objet of fo warm a pafion as 
this elegy fuppofes. He has been fince informed, that it en- 
tirely refers to a@ private flory: A young lady of the 
name of 30°HW SL, or rather Uoswart, having been, to~ 
gether with her child, deferted by her hufoand or lever, com~ 
pyfed thefe affeciing lines herfelf, rubich here are given from 
a copy in the Editor's filio MS. corredied by another in 
Allan Ramfay's Mifcellany. 


ALOW, my babe, lye fiill and fleipe! 
Ir grieves mie fair to fee thee weipes 
If thout be filent, Iie be glad, 
Thy maining maks my heart ful fad. 
Ba'ow, my boy, thy morhers joy, s 
‘Thy father becides me great annoy, 
Balow, my babe, ly fil and fleipe, 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weepe. 


03 When 


1g8 


BRING SE ISIN AP PO Eon 


oe) 
‘ 


Whan he began to court my luve, 
And with his fugred wordes * to muve, 19 
His fhynings fals, and fastering cheire 
To me thst time did not appeire : 
But now I fee, mo® cruel] hee 
Cares neither for my babe ner mee. 

Balow, &c. 1S 


Lye fill, my darling, fleipe a while, 
And when thou wakeft, fweitly finile: 
But file not, as thy father did, 
‘fo cozen maids: say God forbid! 
Sot yett I feire, thou wilt gae neire ao 
"Shy fatheris hart, and face to beire. 
Balow, &c. 


I cannae chufe, bat ever will 
Be juving to thy father fill: 
Whair-eir he gae, whair-eir he ryde, 35 
My fave with him doth fill abyde: 
Iu weil or wae, whair-eir he gae, 
Mine hart can neire depart bim frac. 
Balow, &c. 


yer se Py ae into ie q ; 
te When fogar vas fix? imported into Europe, it was a very great 


therefure the epither Nugved ix ufed by all cur old writers 
ally t exprefs extreme and delicate fsetnefe. (See above, 
ta) Suger at prefent ts cheap and common; and therefore 
now @ egarfe amd vulgar idcas 


Bot 
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Bot doe not, doe not, prettie mine, 

To faynings fals thine hart incline s 

Be loyal to thy luver trew, 

And nevir chanze his fora new? 

If gude or fire, of hir have care, 

For womens banning’s wonderous fair, 
Balow, &c. 


Bairne, fin thy cruel father is gane, 
Thy winfome {mies maun ei/e my paine 5 
My babe and Til together live, 
He'll comfort me when cares doe gricve! 
My babe and [right faft will ly, 
And quite forgeit man’s cruelty. 

Balow, &c. 


Fareweil, fareweil, thou falfett youth, 

That evir kift s womans month I 

I wifh all maides be warnd by mce 

Nevir to traf mans curtefy.; 

For if we doe hot chance to bow, 

They’le ufe us then they care not how, 
Balow, my babe, ly itil, and fleipe, 
It grives ase fair to fee thee weipe. 


199 
40 


35 


4o 
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xIV. 
THE MURDER OF THE KING OF SCOTS. 


The catafirephe of Henry Stewart, lord Darnley. the un- 
fortunate bufband of Mary 2. of Scats, is the fubjeE of this 
ballad, te is bere related in that partial imperfec? manner, 
in webich fuck an event eceould naturally firike the fubjedts of 
aucther Ringdow; of which he was a@ native. Henry ap- 
pears to have been a vein capricious worthlefs young man, 
of «weak underflanding, and dijelute morals. But the beau- 
iy of his perfin, and the inexperience of his youth, would 
difpofe mankind te treat him with ax indulgesce which the 
cruelty of bis murder would afterwards convert inte the moft 
tender pity and regret: and then imagination would not fail 
to adorn his memory with ali thefe virtnes he cught to have 
pofefed. This avill account far the extravagant elegium 
befforned upon him in the firfi fanza, Ce. 

Eenry lord Darnley was eldeft sou of the earl of Lennox, 
by the lady Margaret Douglas, niece of Henry PIIL and 
daughter of Margaret queen of Scotland by the earl of An- 
8s, whom that princefs married after the death of Fames 
LV — Dainley, who had been bora and educated in England, 
was but in his aif year, when he was murdered, Feb. oy 
1567-8. This crime was perpetrated by the E. of Bothwell, 
not cul of refped? to the memery of Riccto. but in order to 
paue the way for his own marriage with the queen. 

This ballad (printed, with a few corredtions, from the 
Editor's folio MS.) feems to have been written Joon after 
Mary's efeape inte England in 1568, fee v. O¢.—It will 
be remembered at v. 5, that this princefs was 2. dowager 
of Frame, having bcen firft married to Francis 11, who 
died Dee. 4, 1500. 

WOR 
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W OE worth, woe worth thee, falfe Scotlande! 
For thou haft ever wrought by fleight; 
The worthyeft prince that ever was borne, 
You hanged under a clottd by night. 


The queene of France a letter wrote, $ 
And fealed itt with harte and ringe ; 

And bade him come Scotland within, 
And flee wold marry and crowne him kinge. 


To be a king is a pleafant thing, 

To bee a prince unto a peere: 1e 
But yeu have heard, and foe have I too, 

A man may weil buy gold too deare. 


There was an Italyan in that place, 
Was as well beloved as ever was hee, 

Lord David was his name, s4 
Chamberlaine to the queene was hee, 


Tf the king had rifen forth of his place, 

He wold have fate him downe in the cheare, 
And tho itt befeemed him not fo well, 

Aliho the Ringe had beene prefent there. 28 


Same lords in Scotlande waxed wroth, 
And quarrelled with him for the nonte; 
I fiall you tell how it befell, 
Twelve daggers were in him att once. 


Fer. 45. fie MS. 
Wher 
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aine was flaine, 


him her e cheeks fice did weete, 26 


ved his roome, 


ove 
£ 
ee 
ce 
= 
2 


4% oO be dg 


g he made him bowns 

& Po 
To 

He was ane fosner cat cn fleepe, 


efi wis his defire; 


Bur bis chamber was on a biafing fire, 4° 


Who have wee here ? Jord Rodwell fayds 4g 
Now anfwer me, that bmay know. 

8° og Henry the eghth ny vacle wa 
igs ine iweete jane jome pitry fees 
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Who have we here? lord Bodwell fayd, 

Now anfwver me when I doe fpeake. 590 
* Ah, lord Bodwell, I know thee well; 

Some pitty on me 1 pray thee take.” 


Tle pitty thee as much, he fayd, 
And as much favor ibow to thee, 

As thou didi to the qneenes chamberlaine, 55 
That day chou deemedit him to die *. 


yh halls and towers the king they ledd, 


ugh towers and caflles that were nye, 
eh an arbor into au orchard, 
There on a peare-tree hanged him hye. 60 


Whea the governor of Scotland heard 
How that the worthye king was flaine ; 
He perfued the queen fo bitterlye, 
That io Scotland thee dare not remaine. 


But fhe is fedd into merry England, 65 
And here her refidence hath taine; 

And through the queene of Englands grace, 
In England now fhee doth remaine. 


© Proneunced after the northern manner dee. 


XV. A 
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XV. 
Ao SONNGOT BY Oo eLIZABETH., 


lifphay na rick vein of peetry, 
are yet i fr, fr ron F their great and {pi ited 
axt! efs , that the ee of them 2 will be pardoned, They 
are weferved in Puttenhasw's Arte of Eng WfPovfie: a bok i 
rubich are many fly addrefjes to the gueen’s faible of flining as 
a pores. The extraordinary manner in which these verses 
ave introduced frews what kind of fomaze was exa Sted prem 
the courtly writers of that age, viz 
“ J find, fay; tit antiquated critic, none example in Eng- 
6 Jif meire, fa well maintaining this figure (E ry eat! or 
* the Gorgecus, Lat, Bxpo litio} as that dittic of her ma 
“ tes owe making, paffing frveete and harmonicall, ww, te 
<< figure beyng as his very original name pu perteth the moje 
“Beavifull and gorgious of all others, it afgeih in reafin to 
« be rejerved for a laft perpaeaieet. and defeiphred by ala- 
“ dies penne herfelfe beyng the maf beatifull, or ratber beus- 
“ sie of queens t- vind this was ibe cecafion ; anv foveraigne 
%¢ Jady perceiving how the Scettifh queenes refidence within 
$ this regime at fog eat likertie and eafs (as were fharce 
& mecie for fo preat and dangero ous a profoner) bred fecret 
+ fadlions anong her people, and made many of the nobilitie 
Cincline to forour her partie: fome of them defirous of in~ 
“ novation in the fate: ethers afpiring to greater fortunes 
« by her likeriie and life The gueene oxr foveraigne ladie 
$$ fo elie that fhe was nothing rgnavant of thoafe feeret 
& pradti izes, though Joe had long with great wifdome and 
% nacience differnbied tt, « wwriteth this dittie moft fueete and 


t She was at this time near thrée-feore. 
8 fentens 
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§ fententious, not hiding from all fuch afpiring minds the 
‘6 daunger of their ambition and difley altie: cdith afters 
" auard fell out moft truly by th’ PoRnt chafifement of 
& Sundry perfans, who in faxour of we fatd Se. 2, dee 
* clining from her Maiefie, fought to interrupt the quiet of 
“ the uae by many exiil and vndutifyl pratlizes,? 
(p- 209. 
This - met Sas grobally written in 1384, not Tong be- 
Sere B en. Perey Bed sn. of Northamd:rland awas imprifoned 
; wth BF. Tarecémorion, The. Lord 
r invadi ing England, and libera- 
ve. (See Golliags Peerage, 1779s 
is Kinatel in long dines or alexan- 
© 6 4s nere, on account of the narrowune/s of 
buivided ime two; but her majefty’s orthagr’ a~ 
2 chai of ber copyt/?, is exalily Sollewed. 
A edition of Harrington's Nues Anriqua, 
; # 5d, f a copy of this poem, with 
vbich are noted below, it 
accomranied with « curious letter, in wéick 
this furnet is yaid te be “of f pbue/s own enditing .. 
dy bough &y lid covertly get iton her Mazesties 
nd hu. much baxara in fe doing; for the @: By eens 
out the thisf, and -chid for Spreading CPA: 
ss Bruit it of ker curiting fuch tayes, when other matters did 
8/5 ecexpy ber emplayatent at this time; and was fearful of 
“ peing thoughe too lightly of for fa doing" ®*™ 


ole HE doubt of fature foes, 
Exiles my prefent joy, 

And wit me warnes to flyun fuch {nares 
As threaten, mine annoy. 


FoR:  bAdi Ge 


Aap , 
SP EAETINS FOE 


a 


For falfhood now doth flow, : 5 


And fubi 


} faith deth ebbe, 
Which would d notbe, if reafon rul’d 
Or wildome wew'd the webbe. 


Pix. dread. Harrington's Ed, ¥. 6, fabje&s, Har, Po 9. Seal... 
Her. V8, wove, Har 


‘Vou. I, 06 Bat 
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But clowdes of tois vatried, 

Do cloake afpiring mindes, ié 
Which turne to raine of late repent, 

By courfe of changed windes. 


The toppe of hepe fuppofed, 
‘The roote of ruthe wil be, 

And fruteleffe all their grafted guiles, rg 
As fhortly ye fhall fee, 


Then dazeld eyes with pride, 
Which great ambition binds, 
Shalbe vinfeeld by worthy wights, 
Whofe forefight falfhood firtds, 20 


The daughter of debate *, 
That eke difcard doth fowe, 

Shal reap no gaine where former rule 
Hath taught il peace to growes 


No forreine bannifht wight 24 
Shall anere in this port, 

Our realme it brookes no ftrangers force, 
Let thera eMewhere refort. 


Our rufty fworde with reff, 
Shall fiett his edge employ, 30 
To polle their toppes, that feeke fach chatige, 
And gape for ¢ fuch like’ joy, 
¥. 9. toys. Har. Foxx. raigne. Puttenbasi.. * Scil. the Queek 
4f Satis ¥e az. That difcorde aye. Har. Vo 23. formor. Put. 
_Flaz. vealme brookes no feditions Seéts, Har. ¥. 32. fuch like 


h fe fron Warington's Ed. in which are cedar Variations, that 
fers seer mifukes of the tranfriber, or printer. 
tH 
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444 Lcannot belp fubjcining to the above Sonnet aniotiey 
diftich of Elizabeth's prefesved by Puttenham (p. 197.) 
+6 sehick (fays be} our foveratg ne lady « wrote in ee 


Ss fortune.” 
Never thinke yqu, Fortune can beare. the fway, 


Where Vertue’s force can caufe her to obay. 
= 


The fichtef effufion of fech a mind deferves attentiot. 


as 


EV 
KING OF SCOTS AND ANDREW BROWNE. 


This ballad is a proof of the little intercourfe that fubffped 

let ween the Scots and Exglib, before the acceffion of Fases I. 
to the croan of England. The tale which is here fo circuns- 
fantially velated does nat aspear to have bad the leaft founda- 
tion in hiffory, but was. pi obably built upon Some coufarfed 
Learjay report of the tamults in Scogland du ging the minority 
of that prince, and of the confiiracie, formed by different fac~ 
Hons to get polfifion of his perfan. Te foould feem from ver. 
07 10 have been written during the regency 01 at leaf be- 
fore the dvath, f the earl of Morton. w who was condemned and 
executed June 2, 15813 when F Panes was in his icsth year. 
The original copy (preferved in ihe archives of the Auti- 
quarian Societ ty, London} ts intitled, ** Arew Bellad, d bir 
‘ ing the great treafoit con/pis “ed ‘again the young aks of 
8 Scots, cad how one Andrew Browne an Exglifh Mak, 
which evar the Rinz’s chamnbestai wey provetted the fort? 
© To the Mees Any elt, or els to Crees, Reever.” At he 


eed is fubjined the name of ihe aachor SV, Bupeaton, 
ae im- 
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; a 5 Ie 
“ Lmprinted at London for Yavathe Yames, dwellis 
& sate Market, ever againft Ch. Chared,”? in 


in the fheriffs courts of London, end a; 
believe Oldvs} a ce 2 was a facet 
nion, whole ripeling and rhymes rendered bi 
Bis conten e aas author 


> 


Doran be 5 


other 2 


Hic firus ef firiens, atque ebrius Eldertonus, 
Quid dico bic fitus eit? hic potivs fitis eft. 


Dead drunk here Eiderian doth Ne 3 
Dead as he is se fill is dry? 
So of him it may weil be Said, 
Here be, but not bis thinft, is laid, 


See Stow’s Lond. | Getid-hail. \—Biogr. Brit. (DRAYTON, 
by Oldys, Note B.) dtd. Ox.—Camden's Reniains.— The 
Exale-tation of Ale, among Beaumont’s Poems, Sve. 1653. 


eas alas 7 what 4 griefe is this’ 
That princes fubjedis cannot be true, 
But (ill the devill hath fome of his, 

Will play their parts whatfoever enfue ; 
Forgetting what a grievous thing 5 
It is to offend the anointed king ? 

Alas for woe, why fhould it he fa, 
This makes a forrowful heigh ho, 


In 
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In Scotland is a bonnie kinge, 
As proper a youth as neede to be, 19 
Well given to every happy thing, 
That can be in a kinge to fee: 
Yet that unhickie country GE, 
Hath people given to ceaftie will. ' 
Alas for woe, &c. 1S 


On Whitfan eve it fo befell, 
A poflet was made to give the king, 
Whereot bis Jadie nurfe hard tell, 
And that it was a poyfoned thing: 
She cryed, and called piteouflie ; 4e 
Now help, or els the king fhall die! 
Alas for woe, &c. 


One Browne, that was an Englifh man, 
And hard the ladies piteous crye, 

Oite with his Gvord, and beftir’d him than, 25 
Out of the doores in hatte to flie; 

But all the doores were made fo fa:', 

Out of a window he got at laft. 
Alas for woe, &c. 


He met the bithop coming faft, 30 
Having the poffet in his hande: 
The fight of Browne made him aghaf, 
Who bad him ftoutly ftaie and ftand. 
Vor. ll. P With 
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With him were two that ranne awa, 
For feare that Browne would make a fray. 
Alas for woe, &c, 


Bithep, quoth Browne, what haft thou there? 


Nothing at a], my friend, fayde he; 
Bat a poffet to make the king good cheere, 
Js it fo? faydt Browne, that will I fee, 

Pirft 1 will have thyfelf begin, 

Before then go any farther in; 
Be it weale or woe, it fhall be fo, 
This makes a forrowful heigh ho. 


The bifhop fayde, Browne I doo know, 
Thou art a young man poore and bare ; 
Livisgs on thee I will beftowe: 
Let me go on, take thou no care. 
No, 20, quoth Browne, 1 will not be 
A traitour for all Chriffiantie : 
Happe well or woe, it fall be fo, 
Drigk now with a forrowfull, &ey 


‘The bifbop dranke, and by and by 
His belly burd and he fell downe: 
A juit rewarde for bis traitery, 
‘his was a poflet indeed, quoth Brown! 


He ferched the bifiop, ard found the keyes, 


“Lo epyte to the hinge when he did pleafe. 


a\las for wee, &c. 


4a 


‘45 


sy 


Ae 
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As foon ag the king got word of this, 6a 
He humbly fell uppon his knee, 
And prayfed God that he did mifse 
To taft of that extremity : 
For that he did perceive and know, 
His clergie would betray him fo: 65 
Alas for woe, &c. 


Alas, he faid, unhappie realme, 

My father, and grandfather flaine ; 
My mother banithed, O extreame ! 

Unhappy fate, and bitter bayne ! 70 
And now like treafon wrought for me, : 
What more unhappie realme can be! 

Alas for wos, &c, 


The king did call his nurfe to his grace, 
And gave her twenty poundes a yeere ; 75 
And triftic Browne too in like cafe, 
Ie knighted him with gallant geere ; 
And gave him ‘lands and livings great, 
For dooing fuch a manly feat, 
As he did thowe, to the bithop’s woe, 80 
Which made, &c. 


¥.67. His father was Henry Lord Darnicy. His grondfatSer the old 


Bari of Lenox, regent of Scotland, and fatter of Lord Dail ty, War 
wurdered at St: Mey Sigt. S$, 1§ 7%. 
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When all this treafon done and paf, 

Tooke not effeét of traytéry 3 
Another treafon at the laf, 

They fought againit his majefties 
How they night make their kinge away, 
By a privie banket on a daye, 

Alas for woe, &e. 


* Another time’ to fell the king 
Beyonde the feas they had decreede: 
Three noble Harles heard of this thiog, 
And did prevent the fame with fpeede. 
For a letter came, with fuch a charme, 
That they fhould doo their king no harme? 
For further woe, if they did foe, 
Would make a forrowful heigh hoe. 


The Earle Mourton told the Douglas then, 
Take heede you do not offend the king ; 
But thew yourfelves like honeft men 
Obediently in every thing: 
For his godmother * will not fee 
Her noble childe mifus’d to be 
With any woe; for if it be fo, 
She will make, &c, 


God graunt all fubjects may be true, 
Ja England, Scotland, every where: 


® & Elizabeth. 


85 


ge 


95 


10@ 


That 


AN Cole Ne iy) 2 Ore Mis. 213: 


That no fuch daunger may enfue, 
To put the prince or flat in feare : 
That God the higheft king may fee 
Obedience as it ought to he, 110 
In wealth or woe, God graunt it be fo 
To avoids the forrowfal beigh ho, 


XVII. 
THE BONNY EARL OF MURRAY, 


A Scottisu Sone. 


In December 1§.1, Francis Stewart, Earl of Bothwell, 
had made an attempt to eine on the perfon of his Jovercign 
Fames V1. but being difappointed, had retired towards the 
north. The king Seadulhaty gave a commiffion to George 
Gordon Earl of Huntley, to purfue Bothawell and his follow- 
ers with foe and fuord. Huntley, under cover of executing 
that commiffion, took occajion to revenge a private quarrel ke 
had again? Fames Stewart Earl of Murray, a relation of 
Bachawell’s, In the night off Feb. 7, 15 u2, be befet Mur- 
ray shoufe, burnt it ta the ground, and flew Murray him- 
Sef 3 a young nobleman of oo moft promifing virtues, and 
the very darling of the people, See Rober tfon's Hift. 

The prefent Lord Murray hath now in Sis poffeffion a pic- 
ture of his ancefor naked and covered with evatinds, which 
had been carried about, according ta the cufiem of that age, 
in order to inflame the populace ta revenge his death. If this 
pidiure did not futrer, he well deferved the name of the 
BONNY UARL, for he tr there reprefented as a tell and 
comely perfonage. Lt is a tradition in the family, that Gor- 
dan of Bucky gave him a wound ia the face: Murray half 

Pe eapiriigs 
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expiring, faid, “ You hae Jpilt a better face than your 
awin,’ Upon this, Bucky ERHeS his dagger at Huntley's 
ae Va foall be as deep as 13” and forced 
eree the p oer defen: cleft bo 
2 scare to punifS the martherers, 4 
iuarely countesanced and abepiod 
amie indiferest praifes 
“ad ont this unfortunate 
next bullad, See “alfo Arr, 
1 Auth. vol. Lp. 42. 


* ig highlands, and ye lowlands, 
Ob! qubair hae ye been ? 


They hie flaine the Earl of Murray, 
Aad hae laid him on the green. 


Now wae be to thee, Huntley! 
And guhaifore did you fae! 


wre 


I bade you bring bim wi? you, 
But forbade you him to fay. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he rid at thé ring; 10 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 


Ob! he might hae been a king. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he playd at the ba’; 
Aud the bonny Earl of Murray 


ay 
Was the fower among them 2’, 


He 
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He was a braw gallant, 
And he playd at the gluve s 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh! he was the Queenes luve. 2 


Ob! lang will his lady 
Luke owre the caftle downe *, 
Ere the fee the Earl of Murray 
Cum founding throw the towne. 


*® Caftle downs here bas been though? to mean the CASTLE OF 
Downe, a feat belonging to the family of Murray. 


XVIIL 
Y OU.N.G._ WAT EVR.S. 


A Scottisu BALLAD. 


Lt bas been fuggefted to the Editor, that this ballad co- 
wertly alludes to the indifcreet partiality, which 2, Anne 
of Denmark is faid to have frewn for the BONNY EARL 
oF MuxRAY; and which ir fuppofed to have influenced 
the fate of that unhappy nobleman. Let the Reader judge 
Sor himfelf, 

The follmwing account of the murder is given by a con- 
temporary writer, and a perfon of credit, Sir James Bal- 
Sour, knight, Lyon King of Arms, whofe MS. of the Au- 
nals of Scotland is in the Advocates library at Edinburgh. 

“ The feventh of Febry, this neive, 1592, the Earle of 
“ Murray was cruelly murthered by the Earle of Huntley at 
“ his houfe in Dunibriffel in Fyffe-fhyre, and with him 

oy “ Dunbar, 
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“ Dunbar, freriffe of Murray. It was given out and 
‘¢ publickly talkt, that the Earle of Huntley was only the 
“* inflrument of perpetrating this fadle, 1 fatisfie the King’s 
“ jealoufie of Murray, guhun the Queene more raftely than 
 wwifely, fome few days before had commendit in the King’s 
‘6 hearing, with tos many epithets of a prover and gallant 
“man. The reafons of thife furniifes proceedit from a pra- 
‘¢ clamatione of the Kings, the 1> of Marche following; 
‘: inhibiteine the zoung Carle of Murray to perfue the Earle 
‘of Huntley, for his father’s flanghter, in refredt he 
‘* being awardeit (imprifoned ] in the caffell of Blackneffe 
for the fame muriher, was willing ro abide a tryall, 
‘C awerring that he had done nothing but by the King’s 
 majefiies commiffione; and was neither airt nor part ia 
§¢ the murther *.” 

The following ballad is here given from a copy printed 
not long fince at Glafgow, in one fleet 8vo, The world 
was indebted for its publication to the lady Jean Hume, 
Sifter to the Earle of Hume, who died at Gibraltar. 


BOUT Zule, quhen the wind blew cule, 
And the round tables began, 
A’! there is cum to our kings court 
Mony a well-favourd man. 


The queen luikt owre the cafile wa, s 
Beheld baith dale and down, 

And then fhe faw zoung Waters 
Cum riding to the town, 


His footmen they did rin before, 

His horfemen rade behind, 10 
Ane mantel of the burning gowd 

Did keip him frae the wind, 


% This extradt ts copied from the Critioal Reviews 


Gowdens 
% 
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Gowden gratth’d his horfe before 
And filler fhod behind, 

The horfe zang Waters rade upon 
Was fleeter than the wind. 


But chan fpake a wylie lord, 
Unto the queen faid he, 

O tell the qhua’s the faireft face 
Rides in the company. 


I've fene lord, and [ve fene laird, 
Aad knights of high degree ; 

Bot a fairer face than sonng Waters 
Miae eyne did never fee. 


Out then {pack the jealous king, 
(And an angry man was he) 
O, if he had been twice as fair, 

Zou micht have excepted me. 


Zou're nsither laird nar lord, fle fays, 
Bot the kjng that wears the crown; 

Theris not a knight in fair Scotland 
Bot to thee maun bow down. 


For a’ that fhe could do or fay, 
Appeasd he wad nae bee; 

Bot for the words which the had fiid 
Zoung Waters he matin dee, 
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They 
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They hae taen zoung Waters, and 
Por fetters to his feet ; 
They hac taen zoung Waters, and 
Thrown him in dungeon deep. 4° 
Aft T have ridden thro’ Stisling town 
In the wind both and the weit; 
Bot I neir rade thro’ Stirling town 
Wi fetiers at my feet. 


Aft have I ridden thro’ Stirling town * 45 
In the wind both and the rain; 

Bot I neir rade thro’ Stirling town 
Neir to return again. 


They hae taen to the heiding-hill * 

His zoung fon in his craddie, 50 
And they hae taen to the heiding-hill, 

His horfe beth and bis faddle. 


They hae taen to the heiding-hill 
His lady fair to fee. 

And for the words the Queen had {poke, 55 
Zoung Waters he did dee, 


% Heiding-hills 4 ¢ beading [bebrading] All, The place of execus 
Hox was anclently an artificial hillock, 
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XIX. 
MARY AMBREE. 


In the year 1584, the Spaniards, under the command of 
Alexander Farnefe prince of Parma, began to gain great 
advantages in Flanders and B abant, by recovering many 
firong holds and cities from the Hallanders, as Ghent, (called 
then by the Englih Gaunt,) Antwerp, Mechlin, tc. See 
Stow’s Annals, p 71. Some attempt made with the affftance 
of Englith volunteers to retrieve the former of thofe places 
probasly gave occafion to this balla? £ can find no mention 
of our heroine in hiftory, but the following rhymes rendered 
her famous among our poets. Ben Youfon often mentians her,” 
and calls any remarkable virago by her name. See his Epi- 
cént, fir abled in 1609, AG 4, fe. 2. His Tale of a Txb, 
AG1, fe. +. And his mafque tutitled the Fortunate Iles, 
1626, avhere he quotes the very words of the ballad, 


m~——=— Mary AMEREE, 

(Who marched fo free 

To the fege of Gauut, 

Aud death could not daunt, “ 
A: the ballad doth vaxnt} 

Were a braver wight, Ge. 


She is alfe mentioned in Fletcher’s Seornful Lady, AA 3, 
fub fnem. ; 


a“ 


RMéy lerge genilewoman, my Mary AMBREE, 
* had [ but feen injo you, you jhould have had another bed- 
“6 fello0,?—— 

It is likewife evident, that fhe is the virago intended by 
Butler in Hudibras (P. 1, ¢: 3, U- 365.), by her being 
cousled with Joan d’Are, the celebrated Pucelle d’Orleans. 


A bald virago flout and tall 
As Jean oF France, or Englify 3all, 


This 
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This ballad és printed from a black-letter copy in the 
Pepys Collefion, improved front the Editor's folio MS. aad 
by conjedine. The full title is, “ The vralereus adits per- 
“ formed at Gaunt by the brave bonnie lafs Mary Ambree, 
Cavheo in revenge of her lovers death did play her part moft 
" gallantly The tune is, The blind bezgar, Ge,” 


HEN captaines couragious, whom death cold 
not daunte, 
Did march to the fiege of the citty of Gaunt, 
They muftred their fouldicrs by two and by three, 
And the formoft in battle was Mary Ambree. 


When brave Sir Joho Major * was flaine in her fight, 5 
Who was her true lover, her joy, and delight, 

Pecaute be was flaine moi treacherouflie, 

Thea vowd to revenge him Mary Ambree. 


She clothed herfelfe from the top to the toe 

In butte of the braveit, moft feemelye to fhowe; 19 
A faire fhirt of male ¢ then flipped on fhee ; 

Was not this a brave bonny lafs, Mary Ambree? 


A helmett of proofe fliee ftrait did provide, 

A flrong arminge {word flee girt by her fide, 
On her hand a goodly faire gauntlett put thee; 
Was not this a brave bonny Jafz, Mary Ambree? 


1§ 
* So MS. Serjeant Major ia PC. 
t A pevuliar Kind of armor, compofed of finall rings of isin, and worn 
preter the clsaths, Tt fs mentioned by Spencer, whe {peaks of the Inife 


Gallrwelafs or Feot-foldier as '* armed in a long Sdirt of Miyl” (Phew 
of the Stare of Ireland} 


Then 
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Then tooke fhee her fworde and her targett in hand, 
Biddiny all fuch, as wold, bee of her band; 

To wayte on her perfon came thoutfand and three 
Was not this 4 brave bonny lafs, Mary Ambree? 2 


My foldiers, fhe faith, foe valiant and bold, 

Nowe followe your captaine, whom you doe beholde; 
Still formoft in battel myfelfe will I bee: 

Was not this a brave bonny lafle, Mary Ambree? 


Then cryed out her fouldiers, and loude they did fay, 25 
Soe well thon becomett this gallant array, 

Thy harte and thy weapons foe well do agree, 

There was none ever like Mary Ambree. 


Shee cheared her fouldiers, that foughten for life, 
With ancyent and ftandard, with drum and with fife, 3e 
With brave clanging trumpetts, that founded fo free; 
Was not this a brave bonny laffe, Mary Ambree ? 


Before I will fee the work of you all 

To come into danger of death, or of thrall, 

This hand and this life I will venture fo frees 35 
Was not this a brave bonpy laffe, Mary Ambree ? 


Shee led upp her fouldiers in battaile array, 

Gainft three times theyr number by breake of the daye; 

Seven howers in fkirmifh continued fhees 

Was not this a brave bonny lafle, Mary Ambree? 40 
4 She 
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She filled the fkyes with the {moke of her thott, 
And ber enemyes bodyes with bullets foe hott; 
For one of her owne men a icore killed thee: 
Was not this a brave bonny laffe, Mary Ambree? 


And when her falfe gunner, to fpoyle her intent, —4§ 
Away all her pellets and powder had fenr, 

Straight with her keen weapon fhee flafhe bim in three; 
Was not this a brave bonny laffe, Mary Ambree > 


Being falfelye betrayed for lucre of hyre, 

At length the was forced to make a retyre ; 50 
Then her fouldiers into a flrong caftle drew fhee: 

Was not this a brave boany lafle, Mary Ambree? 


Her foes they befett her en everye fide, 

As thinking clofe fiege flee cold never abide ; 

To beate down the watles they all did decree: 5S 
But ftoutlye deffyd them brave Mary Ambree. 


Thep tocke thee her fword and her targett in hand, 
And mounting the walls all uadaunted did {land, 
‘There daring their captaines to mateb any threes 

O what a brave captaine was Mary Ambree! bo 


Now faye, Enghth captaine, what welde& thou give 
To ranfome thy felfe, which elfe mud not live? 
Come yield thy feife quicktye, os flaine thou muft bee, 
Then fon.led iweetlye brave Mary Aaibree, 

Ye 
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Ye captaines couragious, of valour fo bold, 6s 
Whom thiake you before you now you doe behold ? 

A knight, fir, of England, and captaine foe free, 
Who fhortelye with us a prifoner mutt bee. 


No captaine of England; behold in your fight 
Two brefis in my bofome, and therfore no knight: jo 
Noe knight, firs, of England, nor captaine you fee, 


But a poor fimple lafs, called Mary Ambree. 


But art thou a woman, as thou doft declare, 

Whofe valor hath provd fo undaunted in warre? 

if England doth yield fuch brave laffes as thee, Te 
Fuil well may they conque-, tsire Mary Ansbree. 


The priace of Great Parma heard of her renowne, ~ 
Who long had advanced for Englan 


s faire crowne 


Rrefe to hee, 
And offerd rich prefents to Mary Ambree. &¢ 


Hee wooed her and fued ber bis m 


But this virtuous maydea defpifed chem all, 
le neve fell my honour fer purple nor pall; 
A mayden of England, fir, never will be 


The whore of. a monarcke, quoth Mary Ambree. 


Then to her owne coantry fhee bicke did returac, 85 
Stl holding che foes ef faire Eagland in feorne: 
Therfore Englith captaines of every degree 
Sing forth tha brave valours of Mary Aaibree. 
aAe BRAVES 
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XX, 
BRAVE LORD WILLOUGHBEY. 


Peregrine Bertie lord Willov ghby of Erefly had. in the year 
I586. difingrified hinfelf at the fiege of Zuiphen, in the 
Lew Countries. He avas the vear atier made geneval of the 
Englifi rorces in the United Provinces, in room of the carl of 
Leicefier, whe was recatled. This gave kim an opportxnity 
of fgnalizing bis courage and iniliiary feill in feveral ac- 
tious againft the Spaniards. One of these, greatly exugze- 


rated by popular report, is probably the fubsedt of this old 
ballad, which, on account of its faattering enconinms on Eng- 
lift valour, hath always been a favourite with the people. 

My lord Willoughbse (fays @ conteniporary uriter) was 
“ one of the gueenes beft fui dfnens +... he was a great 
* mafier of the art military......Thave heard it fpolen, 
* that bad he not flighted the court, but applied himjelf to 
“the queene, he might have enjoyed a plentifu'l partion of 
“ her grace; and it was bis faying, and it did him no good, 
“* that be was none of the RePrivias intimazing, ibat he 
*¢ could not creeze on the ground, and that the court was not 
$* his element; for indeed, as he was a great fuldier, fo he 
“‘ avas of Juitable magnanimitic, and could net brook: the sb- 
“ fequioujneffe and affiduitie of the court.’ (Naunten ) 

Lord H illeughbie died tu 1601.—Both Norris and Tur- 
ner were famous among the military men of that age. i 

The fubjedl of this ballad (avhich is printed from an old 
black-leiter copy, avith fome conjedtural emendatious,) may 
poftbly receive illufration from what Crarman Says ta the 
Deatcat. to his verfion of Homer's Fiogs and Alice, con~ 
cerning the brave and memorable Retreat of Sir Fohu Norris, 
with only 1600 wen, thro’ the whele Spanifh army, under 
the duke of Parma, jor three miles together. 


THE 
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"NHLE fifteenth day of July, 
With gliftering {pear and fhield, 
A famous fight in Flanders 
Was foughten in the field: 
The mo couragions officers ¢ 
Were Englifh captains three ; 
But the brave man in battel 
Was brave lord Willoughbty. 


“he next was captain Norris, 

A valiant man was hee: 10 
The other captain Turner, 

From field would never flee. 
With fifteeh hundred fighting men, 

Alas! there were no more, 
They fought with fourteen thoufand then, 1S 

Upon the bloody fhore, 


Stand to it noble pikemeri, 
And leok you reund about : 
And flioot yot right you bow-men, 
And we will keep them out: 20 
You mufquet and calliver men, 
Do you prove true to me, 
Tle be the formoft man in fight, 
* Seys brave lord Willoughbey« 


Vor. IL Q ; And 


226 Arne Gale Net 2 Ove Maes: 


And then the bloody enemy aK 
They fiercely did affail, 
And fought ir out mot furioufly, 
Not ceubtiag to prevail ; 
The wounded men on both fides fell 
Moti pitious for to fee, 30 
Yet 
Of brave lord Willoughbéy. 


ing could the courage quell 


For {even hours to all mens view 


she endured fore, 

Until cur men fo feeble grew 35 
That they could fight no more; 

And then upen dead horfes 
Pull favourly they eat, 

And drank the puddle water, 
They could no better get, 40 


When they had fed fo freely, 
‘They kneeled on the ground, 
And praifed God devoutly 
For the favour they had found ; 
And heating up their colours, 45 
The fight they did renew, 
And turning tow’rds the Spaniard, 
A thoufand more they flew. 


The 
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The fharp ficel-pointed arrows, 
And bullets thick did fly ; 
Then did our vallant foldiers 
Charge on moft furionfly ; 
Which made the Spaniards waver, 
They thought it bef to Ree, 
They fear’d the flout behaviour 
OF brave lord Willoughbey, 


Then qaoth the Spanifh general, 
Come Jet us march away, 

I fear we fhall be {poiled all 
If here we longer Ray ; 

For yonder comes lord Wiloughbcy 
With courage fierce and fell, 

He will not give one inch of way 
For all the devils in hell. 


And then the fearfal enemy 
Was quickly put to flight, 
Our men perfued couragioufly, 
And caught their forces quite ; 
But at lait they gave a fhour, 
Which ecehoed through the ky, 
God, and St. George for Eagland ! 
The conquerers did cry. 
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This news was brought to England 
With all the fpeed might be, 

And foon our gracious queen was told 
OF this fame victory. 

© this is brave lord Willoughbey, 
My love that ever won, 

Of all the lords ef honour 
*Tis he great deeds hath done, 


To the fouldiers that were maimed, 
And wounded in the fray, 
Yhe queen allowed a penfion 
Of fifteen pence a day ; 
And from all cofts and charges 
She quit and fet them free: 
And this fhe did all for the fake 
Of brave lord Willoughbey. 


Then courage, noble Englifhmen, 
And never be difmaid ; 

If that we be but one to ten, 
We will not be afraid 

To fight with foraign enemies, 
And fet our nation free. 

And thus I end the bloody bout 
Of brave lord Willoughbéy. 
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XXI. 
VICTORIOUS MEN OF EARTH. 


This little moral fonnet hath fuck a pointed application 
to the heroes of the foregoing and following ballads, that J 
cannot help placing it bere, tho” the date of 1£5 compofition is of 
a much later period. It is extracted from ‘* Cupid and 
** Death, a mafque by FS. [Pames Shirley) prefented 
“* Mar. 20, 1653. London printed 1653,” gto. 


létorious men of earth, no more 
Proclain: how wide your empires are; 
hough you binde in every fhore, 
Aad your triumphs reach as far 
As night or day; & 

Yet you proud monarchs mutt obey, 
And mingle with forgotten athes, when 
Death calls yee to the croud of common mea. 


Devouring famine, plague, and war, 

Each able to undo mankind, ta 
Death’s fervile emiffaries are: 

Nor to thefe alone confin'’d, 

He hath at will 

More quaint and fubtle wayes to kill; 
A fmile or kifs, as he will ufe the art, 1s 
Shall have the cunning {kill to break a heart, 
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XXII. 


THE WINNING OF CALES. 


(? of this ballad is the taking of the eity of 
Je’ ty our failors corrupts Cates) on Fune 21, 

fe on the coat of Spain, agar the 
ward admiral, me rhe earl of 


‘al, 
alour of Effex was not more diftinguifeed on this oc- 
his ge nerdfity > the town was Carried for? in 
ott the au irer as fron as pifible. and treated 
i he greatefi humanity, and even aj, ability 
glife made a rich punder in the city, 

+ o ninch ig a by the vejoluzion which the Duke 
i Scanifh admiral web, of Jetting fre to the 
acy 19 prevent their faliny inte the hands of the 
fi was computed, that thr hich the Spaniards 
Suficined from this enterprize, amounted to twenty miiions of 
ducats. See Hume's Hy? 
The Lar! of i ffex nigh 
Sixty perjous, which gave r 


d on this aceafion net fewer 
to the following farcajm + 


A gentleman of Wales, a night of Cales, 
dad @ laird of the North prey 

But a yeanar of Kene with brs yearly rent 
Will buy them ont all three. 


+ 


The ballad tz printed, with fame corredfons, from the 
Editor's folio MS, and feems to have been cumpofed by fine 


perfor, 
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perfin, who was concerned in the expedition. Mf of the 
circumpances related in it will be found fupported by hiftory. 


ONG the prond Spaniards had vaunted to con- 
le quer us, 
Threatning our country with fyer and fword ; 
Often preparing their navy moi fumptuous 
With as great plenty as Spain could afford. 
Dub adub, dub a dub, thus frike their drums; 5 
Tantara, tantara, the Englifhman comes. 


To the feas prefeatlye went our lord admiral, 
With knights couragious and captains full good ; 
The brave Earl of Ef2x, a profp:rous general, 
With him prepared to pais the fait flood. i.) 
Dub a dub, &c. 


At Plymouth fpeedilye, took they thip valiantlye, 
Braver fhips never were feen under fayle, 
With their fair colours fpread, and freamers ore their 
head, 3 
Now bragging Spaniards, take heed of yourtayle, 75 
Dub adub, &e. 


Unto Cales cunsinglye, came we moft fpeedilye, 
Where the kinges navy fecurelye did ryde; 
Being upon their backs, piercing their butts of facks, 
Ere any Spaniards our coming deferyde. Ke 
Dub a dub, &c, 


Q4 Great 
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Great was the crying, the running and ryding, 
Which ac that feafon was made in that place ; 
The beacons were fyred, as need then required ; 
To hyde their great treafure they bad little fpace, 2g 
Dubad 


», Ele 


t fee their fiips, how they were fyred fat, 
their men drowned themlelves in the fea; 
zm ery, wayle and weep piteoufly, 


t feape thence away. 39 


ips the pryde of the Spaniards, 
wottom, and funk in the fea; 


ew, and cke the St. Matthew, 


os in fight manfollye and brought away. 35 


Deb a dub, &c. 


“The Earl of Efex moft valiant and hardye, 


Vinh horfe 


men and footmen march’d up te the town; 


"Tbe Spanyaids, which faw them, were greatly alarmed, 
Did fy tor ucirfavegard, and durfi not come dows. 40 


Duba dub, &e, 


Now, queth the noble Earl, courage my folders all, 
Fight aed be valiant, the fpofl you fhall have ; 

Ac be well rewarded all from the great to the fivall; 
But icoke that the women and children you fave. 45 


Dub a dub, kc. 
the 
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The Spaniards at that fight, thinking it vain to fight, 
Hung upp flags of truce and yielded the towne ; 
Wee marched in prefentlye, decking the walls on hye, 
With Englith colours which purchas’d renownee 50 
Duda dub, &c. Z 


Entering the houfes then, of the moft richeft men, 
For gold and treafare we fearched eche day 5 
Zn foie places wé did find, pyes baking left behind, 
Meate at fire rofling, and foikes run away. 55 
Dub a dub, &c. 


Full of rich merchandize, every fhop catch’d our eyes, 
Damatks and fattens and velvets full fayre ; [Gwords ; 
Which foldiers méafur’d out by the length of their 
Of all commodities eche had a thare. 60 
Dub a dub, &c, 


Thus Cales was taken, and onr brave general 
March’d to the market-place, where he did ftand: 
There many prifoners fell to our feveral fharee, 
Aany crayd mereye, and mercye they fannd, 65 
Dub a dub, &Xc. 


When. cur brave gencral faw they delayed all, 
And would not ranfome their towne as they faid, 
With their fair wan{cots, thei preflés and bedfteds, 
Their joint-ftools and tables a fire we made} 7° 
Asd when the town burned all in a flame, 
With tara, fantara, away svee all came. 
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XXUL 
THE SPANISH LADY’s LOVE. 


This beaut fi leld ballad m fi probably took its rife from 
defrents mecse on the Ssanifh coafts in the tune of 
end i all Jikelibood from that whieh: 1s 
“bits ballal 


celedya.ed in the , 
Tr was a tradition in the We eft of England, that the perfon 
adimired by the Spanifh lady was a gentleman of the Popham 
family, aad the st ber pidlure, with rhe pearl necklace men- 
of acd in the bal ad, was act many years age preferved at 
Littheo:, near Hungerford, Wilts, the feat of that refpec- 
table Se ; 
Ancther tradition hath pointed out Sir Richard Levifon, 
of Tre then, in Staferdjiire, as the fubjed? of this balled; 
avbho merried Margaret daughter of Charles Earl of Net- 
gham; and was eminently diff inguifled as a naval off- 
cer and commander in all the expeditions againft the Spa- 
siards in the latter mee Q, Elinabeth s reign, particu. 
farly in that to Cadiz in 1596, when he was aged 27. 
He died in 1695, and has a monument, with his efi in 
brafs, is W ‘olwerhampten church. 
dt is printed from an ancient black-letier copy, corredted 
is part éy the kditor’s folie MMS. 


SS) 


V 7 ILL yon hear a Spanith lady, 
How fhe wooed an Englifh man ? 
Garinents gay as rich as may be 
Deched with jewels fhe had os, 
Of a comely countenanc’ and grace was fhe, 5 
And by bith and parentage of high degree. 


AS 
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As his prifoner there he kept her, 
To his hands her life did lye; 
Cupid’s bands did tye them fafer 
ky the liking of an eye. 10 
In his courteous company was all her joy, 
To favour him in any thing fhe was not coy. 


But at lat there came commandment 
For to fet the ladies free, 

With their jewes ill adorned, 15 
None to do them injury. 

Then faid this lady mild, Full woe is me; 

O let me Ql fullai> chS kind captivity t 


Gallant captain, flew fome pity 
To a ladye in ditredle; 32 
Leave me not within this city, 
For te dye in heavinefle: 
Thou hai fet this prefent day my body free, 
Bat my heart in prifon &iil remains with thee. 


* How fhould’t thon, fair lady, love me, 25 
Whom thou ksowit thy country’s foe ? 
Thy fair wordes make me fufpeét thee: 
Serpents Ke where flowers grow.” 
All the harm I wifhe to thee, moft courteous knight, 
God grant the fame upon my head may fuily light. 30 


Bleffed 
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Bleffed be the time and feafon, 
That you came on Spanifh ground ; 
If our fees you may be termed, 
Gentle foes we have you found: 
With our city, you have won our hearts eche one, 35 
Then to your country bear away, that is your owne. 


& Ref you Mil, moft gallant lady 7 
Refl you fill, and weep no more $3 
Of fair lovers there is plenty, 
Spain doth yield a wonderaus ftore.” 49 
Spaniards fraught with jealoufy we often find, 
Bat Engliflimen through all the world are counted kind. 


Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 
You alone enicy my heart; 

Tam lovely, young, and tender, 45 
Love is likewife my defert: ’ 

Stil to ferve thee day and night my mind is pret ; 

The wife of every Englifiman is counted blett, 


* Te wold be a flame, fair lady, 
For to bear a woman hence; $e 
Eaghth foldicrs never carry 
Avy fuch without offence.” 
VPilquickly change myfelf, if it be {, 
And like a page lic follow thee, where’er thou go. 


I have 
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** T have neither gold nor filver 35 
To maintain thee ia this cafe, 
And to travel is great charges, 
As you know in every place.” 
My chains and jewels every one fhalbe thy own, sg 
And eke five hundred * pounds in gold that lies unknown. 


“On the feag are many dangers, 
Many florms do there arifes 
Which wil be to ladies dreadfal, 
And force tears from watery eyes.” 
Well in troth F fhall endure extremity, 6s 
For J could find in heart to lofe my life for thee. 


Courteous ladye, leave this fancy, 
Here comes all that breeds the ftrife; 
J in England have already Oe 
A fweet woman to my wife: 79 
f will not falfify my vow for gold nor gain, 
Nor yet for all the faireft dames that live in Spain.” 


© how happy is that woman 
That enjoys fo true a friend! 

Many happy days God fend her; 98 
Of my fuit I make an end: 

On my knees I pardon crave for my offence, 

Which did from love and true afleGtion firl commence. 


# Sethe MS, 16,0004 PC. #63, Well in worth. AMS, 


Com- 
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Commend me to thy lovely lady, 
Bear co her this chain of gold; 8a 
And thefe bracelets for a token 5 
Grieving thar L was fo bold; 
All my jewels in Pike fore take thou with thee, 
For they are fitting for thy wife, but noc for me. 


I will fpend my days in prayer, 85 
Love and all her laws defye; 

In a nunnery will T flircad mee 
Fer from any companye s 

But ere my prayers have an end, be fare of this, 

To pray for thee aad for thy love [will not mis. go 


Thus farewell, moft gallane pe 
Farewell too my beart’s conte 


ee ts 


Count nor Spanith ladie eae? 

Though to thee my love was bent: 
Joy and true profperity goe ill with thee ! 95 
“ The like fall ever to thy fhare, moft fair ladie.” 


XXIV. 
ARGENTILE AND CURRAN, 


ow di extradled from an ancient hiforical poem in XID. 
Books, tntitied, ALnton’ $ ENGLAND, by Win ciam War- 
wari“ An aut! bor bee a former editer ¥) only unbappy in 
the choice jee, and meafure of bis verfe. His 
** poem 15 on ‘if tome of the Britifh biflory, and written 

“ auith great learning, fenfe, and fpirit. Tn fame places fine 
* fo an extracrd?s Derrek as Tthinke ill eminently appear 
“in 
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* fn the enfuing epifode (of Argentile and Caran). A tale 
“ full of beautiful incidents in ‘the anette tafe, extremely 
Kecting, ole in ornament, wonderfully various in Pyle ; 
sé and in foort, one of the moft beautiful paflorals 1 ever met 
46 cutth? (Mufes library, 133 8. Sa} To Ais merit 
web can be objeSed unlefs perhaps an affeed Loe ay 
in fome of his exprefiors, and an indslicecy in fome of 
ajtoral PRayes« 

Warner rs faid, by 4. Wood*, to bave heen a War- 
wickfhire man, and to ies bees educated in Oxford, at 
Magdalene-hall: as alfo in the latter part of his hfe te 
have been adie in the fervice of Fines Cary Lord 
Husfilon, to whom be dedicates his poem. However that 
may have beer, new light is thrown upon bis hiflory, and 
the time and manner ¢ bis death are now afcertained, 6 
the following extrac? fram the parifh re vA 


gijter book of Arming 
in Hertfordibire ; auhich war obliging ) commenicated to the 


Exdvior i Mr. Hoone, te very ingenious tranflater of 
Taff, Se. 

{ 1608——1609.} “ Mater William Warner, a man of 
good yeares and of honett reputation; by his profef- 
“ fion an Atturnye of the Common Pleas; author of 
“ Albions England, diynge fuddenly in the night ia his 
 bedde, without any former complaynt or fickneff, 
“on thurfday night beeinge the gth daye of March 
« was buried the farturday following, and lyeth in the 
« peas at the corner under the ftone of Walter 

ptader.’ Signed Tho. Haflali Vicarius. 

* Tough now Warner is fo nentioned, his content» 
porar jes tanied im “ @ level with Spenfehy one called them 
the Homer and Fi: gil of their age. Bur Warner rather 
bled Ovin, wi ye Aletanorphofis be feems to have 
taken fas his model, having deduced a pers petuad pocm f¥ 20% 
the deluge down to the era of Elizabeth, fill of eel 
digned fons and enteriainisg if les. Abotc tthe 
tinies ‘harlk, affedted, aud vifcure, he often di ‘jplays a mop 


% then, Oxon, + Tid, 


: < 
2 evar ming 
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charming and pathetic fimplicitys as where be deferibes 
Eleanor’s havjh treatment of Refamend : 


With thet the dafht her on the lippes 
So dyed double ~ed + 

Hard was the beart that gave the blow, 
Soft were thofe Hppes that bled. 


The edition of Avzxoy’s Enouann here followed wa: 
printed in gto, 1002; faidin the title-page to bave been 
Arf penned and publified by William Barner, and now 

fee oialy enlarved by the faine anther” The flory 
of ARGENTILE AND CURAN G7 T believe the poet’s awn in- 
weniion; ff is not mentioned in any of our chroniches, It avas 
housever fo ninco admired, that not many years after be pubs 
lubed it, came ont @ larger poem on the fanve fubjed in fanzas 
of fix lines, intitled, © The moft pleafant and delighiful hif- 
** perie of Quran a prince of Danfe, and the fayre princeffé 
 Argentile, dangbter and heyre to Adelbright, fT er ing’ 
8 of Noribumteriand, Sec. by WitLiam Waraster, Lon 
“ don 1519," in 8 fhects gt, An indifferent parapbrafe 
of the following poem —Tihis episode of Warner's bas alfo 
been altered jute ihe common Ballad, © of the taxe Sonsg 
** Princes on Salifoury Plain,” which is chiefly cumpofed of 
Warser's lines, with a few contradtions and interpolations, 
but all greatly for the sworfe. See the collection of Hift. 
Ballads, 1727, 3 vols. 12m. 

Tho here fubdivided ints fanzas, Warner's metre is the 
oléfSajfhioned alexardrine of 14 fyllabler. The reader theres 
Sore niuft not exped to find the clofe of the Ranzas confulied 
in the paufées. : 


H{E Bruton’s ‘being’ departed hence 
Seaven kingdoms here begonne, 
Where divenfly ia divers broyles 
The Saxons lof and wonne. 
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King Edel and king Adelbright 
In Diria jointly raigne ; 

Tn loyal concorde during fife 
Thefe kingly friends remains. 


When Adelbright flould leave his life, 
To Edel thus he fayes ; 

By thofe fame bandes of happie love, 
That held us friends alwates ; 


By our by-parted crowne, of which 
The moyetie is mine; 

By God, to whom my foule muft paffe, 
And fo io time may thine ; 


I pray thee, nay I cénjure thee, 
‘To nourifh, as thine owne, 

Thy niece, my danghter Argentile, 
Till the te age be growne; 

And then, a3 thou receiveli it, 
Refigne to her my throne. 


A promife had for bis beqr 
The teftator he dks; 


Pat all chat Edel undertanke, 


He afterwards denies. 


Yet well he ¢ falers for’ a time 


Yheda hat was grovae 


Vou. 


g 
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The fairefl lady under heaven ; 
Whole beattie being knowne, 


A many princes feeke her love; 
But none might her obtaine ; 
For grippell Edel to himfelfe 
Her kingdame fought to gaine ; 
And for that cant yh of fuch 
He did his war« aine, 


By chance one Curan, fonne unto 
A prince in Dantke, did fee 

The maid, with whom he fell in love, 
Ag much as man might bees 


Unuhappiec youth, what fhould he doe? 
Hile faint was Kept In mewe 3 

Nor he, nor any noble-man 
Admitted to her vewe. 


Cne while in melancholy fits 
Ve pines bimfelfe awaye 3 
Avon he thought by force of arms 
To win her if he maye: 


Wil againit the kings refiraint 
Did fecretly invaye 

At is sath the high controller Love, 
Whom none nay difobay, 


40 


3§ 


4 


45 
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Imbafed him from lordlines 
Into a kitchen drudge, 

That fo at leatt of life or death ss 
She might become his judge. 


Acceffe fo had to fee and {peake, 
He did his love bewray, 
And tells his birth: her anfiver was, 
She hufbandies would flay. 60 


Meane while the king did beate his braines, 
His booty to atchieve, 

Nor caring what became of her, 
So he by her might thrive ; 

At laf his refolution was &> 
Some peffant fhould her wive. 


Aod (which was working to his with) 
He did obferve with joye 
How Curan, whom he thought a drudge, 
Scapt many an amorous toye *, 7° 


The king, perceiving fuch his veine, 
Promotes his vaflal Gil, 

Left that the bafeneffe of the man 
Shonld lett, perhaps, his will. 


& The confrwélion fs, © Mow that many an amoreus toy 


fue, Yfeaped Curans” i. 6 efeaped Pom bin, being off bis 
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A brace of years he hved thus, 
Well pleafed fo to live, 

And Oe ie. to feed a flocke 
Himfelf did wholly give. 


So wafling, love, by worke, and want, 
Grew almoft to the waine t 

But then began a fecond love, 
The worler of the twaine. 


A country wench, a neatherds maid, 
ere Curan kept his theepe, 
feed | her drove: and now on her 


as all the fhepherds keepe. 


He borrewed on the working daies 
s holy ruvfete oft, 

of the bacon’s fat, to make 
e and foft, 


His farteps bla 


And leat his tarbox fhould offend, 
He left it at the folde: 
Sweete growte, or Whig, his bottle had, 


As muchas itr holde. 


A theeve of bread as browne as nut, 
And cheele as white as fouw, 

And wildings, or the feafons fruit 
He did in {crip befow, 


Fer 312, ft balyaday R 
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And whilft his py-baid curre did fleepe, 
And fheep-hooke lay him by, 


On hollow qailes of oten fraw aS 
He piped melody. 
But when he (pyed her his faint, 
He wip’d his greafie fhooes, 
And clear’d the drivell from bis beard, 
And thus the fiepheard wooes, 3390 
«J have, fweet wench, a peece of cheefe, 
** As good as tooth may chawe, 
* And bread and wildings fouling weil, 
(And therewithall did drawe 
His lardrie) and in ‘yeaning’ fee 135 


*¢ Yon crumpling ewe, quoth he, 
€ Did twinne this fall, and twin fhouldft thou, 
“ JF T might tup with thee. 


*€ Thou art too elvith, faith thou art, 
‘Too elvith and too coy : 140 
* Am I, I pray thee, beggarly, 


« ‘That fuch a flecke enjoy ? 


* Twis Pam not: yet that thou 
* Poet hold me in difdaine 

“Ts brimme abroad, and made a gybe 145 
*¢ To all that keepe this plaine. 


Fer, 135. Eating, PCG. 
“ There 
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“ There be as quaint (at leatt that thinke 
“ Themfelves as quaint) that crave 
* The match, that thou, I wot not why, 
* Maiftt, but miflik'& to have. reo 


*¢ How wouldft thou match? (for well I wot, 
s Thou art a female) I, 

* Her know not here that willingly 
“ With maiden-head would die. 


“ The plowmans labour hath no end, I 
** And he a churle will prove: 

* The craftfman hath more worke in hand 
"Phen fitteth unto love: 


eas 
we 


« The merchant, trafliquing abroad, 

** Sufpecis his wife at home: 165 
«A youth will play the wanton ; and 

“ An old man prove a mome. 


“ Then chufe a fhepheard: with the fua 


* He doth his docke unfold, 


* And all the day on hill or plaine 165 
*€ He merric chat can hold; 


* And with the fan doth folde againe ; 
« Then jogging home betime, 
*¢ He turnes a crab, or turnes a round, 
« Or fings fome merry ryme, 270 
¥i153. Her krow [not her that. 1602. 


; ‘ , 
Vii69. fee reais a crab, or apple. 
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# Nor Is 
« The sut-<brown bow! doth trot ; 
f Rnging care away, 


H 


x of hig wares? 


a 


& ell wot T, foot sie: fay, that fy 


se 


e dosh graigce 
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eve me, fall, a King is bart 

* & man, aad foam 1: 

& Cemgione i 
e Aud at 


corth a monarchic, 
Mefs hic the Rigg 


& &s 
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“ Who left a daughter, fave thyiclfe, 
“ For fair a matchlefs wench.” 

ifere did he paufe, as if his tongue 
Had done his heart offence. 


The neatrefle, longing for the reft, 
Did egge fim on to tell 

How faire fhe was, and who the was. 
“ She bere, quoth he, the bell 


‘* For beauties thongh I clownith am, 
«T know what beantie is; 

‘* Or did I not, at fecing thee, 
*¥ fenceles were to mis. 

« Per flature comely, tall; her gate 
“ Well graced; and her wit 


oa 
o 


To marvell at, not meddle with, 


* As matchiefs 1 omit. 


~ 
a 


A globe-like head, a gold-lke haire, 
« A forehead {mooth, aad hie, 
< 


An even nofe; on either fide 
Did fhine a grayifh cies, 


: 
“ Two roGe cheeks, round ruddy lps, 
« White juft-fet tecth within ; 
Amouth in meane; and underneathe 
*-& round and dimpled chin. 
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« Her {miles were fober, and her lookes 
* Were chearefall anto all: 


** Kyen fach as neither wanton feeme, 
** Nor waiward; mell, nor gall. 
Ps 


A qitiet minde, a patient moode, 34¢ 
& And not difdaining any ; 
& Not ¢ 


Swe 


, gadding, gawdy! and 


mat 


culties had many. 


“ Animph, no tong, no heart, no eie, 

* Might praife, might with, might fee ; 250 
For fife, for love, for forme; more good, 

“ More worth, more faire than fhee. 


& 


* Yea fuch an one, as fuch was none, 
** Save only fhe was fuch : 

« OF Argentile to fay the moi, 255 
** Were to be filent much.” 


I knew the lady very well, 

Sut worthies of fich praife, 
The neatrefe faid: and mufe I do, 

A fhepheard thus fhould blaze zbo 
The ‘coate’ of beautie*. Credit me, 

Thy latter fpeech bewraies 


* 4.2, embloxen deauty’s coat. Ed. 1597, 1602, 1612, reed Coote. 


Thy 


252 
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Thy clownifh fhape a coined fhew. 
But wherefore doit thou weepe f : 

‘The fhepheard wept, and fhe was woe, 265 
And both doe Aleace keepee 


“Yo troth, quoth he, Tam not fuch, 
© As feeming | profelle: 
* But then for her, and now for thee, 
‘« | from myfelfe digrefie. 270 


= me rv loved I Gvretch that Tam 
‘ A recreant to be) 
* J loved her, that hated love, 
*¢ Bur now I die for thee. 


At Kikland is my fathers court, 278 
© And Curan is my name, 

‘¢ In Eclels court fometimes in pompe, 
‘TH love countrould the fame : 


* But now——-what now?—deare heart, how now? 
*s What ailef thou to weepe 2” * 280 
ae damfell wept, and he was woe, + 
d both did filence keepe. 


le » guoth fhe, it was too much 
Phat you did hive fo much: 
at satin your former could vot move, aBg 
Your feceud love doth touch. 
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Thy twice-beloved Argentile 
Submitteth her to thee, 

And for thy double love prefents 
Herielf a fingle fee, 

Tn paion not in perfon chang’d, 

And I, my lord, am fhe. 


Yhey Sveetly furfeiting in joy, 
And Ment for a fpace, 

When as the extafie had end, 
Did tenderly imbrace ; 

And for their wedding, and their wif 
Got fitting tne and place. 


Nat England (for of Hengi€ then 
Was named fo this land) 

Thea Curan had an hardier knight 
Eis force could none withfand : 

Whofe ficep-hooke laid apart, he thea 


© 
£ 


Had bigher things in hand, 


Firf, making 
In Argentile her right 
He wart’d in 
Bernivia * 


> 


ao in ight; 


And fo from trecberous Edel rooke 
At once his Ufe and crowne, 
And of Northumberland was king, 


Long raigning in renowne. 


2 
% 


be 
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* * During the Saxon hepiarchy the Bingdom of Northunt- 


berland fconjifling of & northern counties, befides part of 
Scotland} was for a long time divided into two leffer Jo- 


tes, viz. Deira (called bere Diria) which contained 
thern parts, and Bernicia, comprebending thofe whick 
lay nerth. : 


XXY. 
COR DNae roan ee 


Only the three firfi fanzas of this fong are ancient; thefe 
are extiacied from a finall quarto MS, in the Editor’s pof~ 
ot, written in the time of Q. Elixaberh. As they feemed 
. want application, this bas been attempted by a modern 
Petre, r 


ORLN, moft unhappie faine, 
Whither wilt thou drive thy flocke ? 
Little foode is on the plaine ; 
Full of danger is the rocke: 


Welfes and beares doe kepe the woodes ; 5 
Forefts tangled are with brakes 3 
Meadowes fubject are to floodes ; 


Moores are full of miry lakes. 
Yet 
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Yet to thun all plaine, and hill, 

Foreft, moore, and meadow-ground, rae) 
Hunger will as furely kill; 

How may then reliefe be found ? 


Such is haple{s Corins fate < 
Since my waywarde love begunne, 

Equall doubts begett debate 1S 
What to feeke, and what to fhunne. 


Spare to fpeke, and fpare to {peed ; 
Yet to fpeke will move difdaine : 
If I fee her not I bleed, 
Yet her fight augments my paine. 20 


What may then poor Corin doe? 
Tell me, fhepherdes, gquicklye tell ; 
For to linger thus in woe 
Ts the lover's fharpef hell, 


XXVI. JANE 


e xr gS my Sate PA ot 
A N © 2:50 e788, 


ve afte 
af 


Now taen 
ss ae the i i oF WS: gfe (fr 
8 bey Aufoand davelled mot whit ne horn her of a al that 
ever fhe had, (above the valwe ¢ : 2 or % thoufand par hs} 
6 ood b font b ? body tap ee At: aes had awhile L fuide 


§© unto her, i a ke that es 208 
6 fioe, and thet 


es 


sed far cave 


if Ghee ie bewi EER fi 


Seals of CGE RES 


to defray hizn : in conclufion soben 4h 2 


© ten upon thefe matters, 18 


ae 


et 


we > thea fo jode 


of her bad. 


ee 
$e 


ray 
ae SAU Ce 


; 
CO AAG. 


AON CASEIN HE GaPsOr Ey MoS. 57 
“taker hand. In which fie went in countenance and pace 
‘demure fo womanly; and albeit fre was out of al array 
** fave ber Ryrtle only, yet went fre fo fair and lovely, name> 

¥ Riri Pea nah tet Be | i 
> pe while the wondering of the people cafle a conily rud in 
“her chekes (of which fle béfore had noft miffe) that her 
“ great fhame wan ber much praife among thofe that ewere 
* nore amorous of her body, then curious of ber foule. And 

“ many good folke alfe, that hated her living, and glad wer 

a d ee ; 4 

te fe fin corretled, get pittied thei more ter penance then res 


Cee Eee rf ee, : 

“* gotced therin, when thei conftired that the protedier pro- 
4 3 ‘ 4 5 

* cured it more of a corrupt intent, thet any virtuous affeccion. 


ee 


“This woman 


2 “oe S 
“achat to fone; her lufbande an hone? citizen, yonge, and 


Rosai y, aed of , goud J iff. ENCE s : 
£* cuere coupled Re wer 
$¢ Jor ? 
86 rhe hy rs se nies} 
% Bin red her.  EHorwbei refpedd 
of ga arel, ease, plefure, 
*S other wanton weltl, vas able feane te perfe a fofi tender 


o 2 


i > i . é f 2 
“ hearte. But wiben the Ring bad ad 


her, ann her 
6 bufband (as i 


2 man, and one that could bits 


«© woud, not pref: Aa &inges concubine) Jeft her 
‘<p to bim al togeiher. Mien the bing died, the lord 
 chamberles 


rigs] teke her *: which ia the duges, 


 daies, albcit he was fore enamoured upon her, yet he forbare 


*© ber, 


& After the death of & 
fon @ Edward IP's quevtt. 
Richard's, < e 


mks in ore 


ed at Leisgle Bayt 
fp or 199 @ year in lard fs 
ba, ** not having the frar of God, nor the fal 
fil, before Bis ever, Bas damacbly debuuched and 
maids, videws, and wires, and L1VS DIN ASTCAL 
peor Suoxs.” Buck 

ewer nod wees hie, Ro 
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fae aed 
& Dep. either far reverence, ov for a certain frendly faithyxd- 


é 


S 


faire: nothing it her body that Jew 
nged, bat if you qwoudel hav ne wifled he 
Thes Jay is that Anews ber in her 

Wy $n WER (FOR YET SRE 
bewe Bae wel wifag 
Hae at Bi be, as ee mien 


de 


PHO TS ‘fe od 
fy but ryvilde Bin, 
hy sob fe weel ad- 
hie partes bow 


#9, as in her plea- 
i 


fhe, ane could deh 
re 4 aud ge ek v 


in compa 
ete nor fal 7, ba 
f dijpleal fare, and not % 
d fay, That he bad eee Stan sobled fn phree 
vies diverfly excelled. Ove ‘rhe merieh, ane 
p ibe avilleff, the thirde the holisft harlot in bis realme, 
one eae amt ne man could cet out of the church lighely % 
; x to bis bed. The ether ito ser 
what greater porjonages, and natheles of their bumilive 
ameles, and to pace Oe thofe prov 
= be merief was the Shoris wife, set se fhe 
he fp cial pleafire. Jae Les be hed, 
he ten whofe favour, to fal the trout iss 
is qver to belie the devil) fhe never absfed : ax 
rt, Ext to many @ mans comfort and relicf Whee 
‘pleafure, fhe ewes wld mitizate and appease 
sheve men avere out of favour, fhe svold We ag 
Ais geace: fer mary, that had bigily o offendes, 
: pardons ef great forfeitures J aie mer 
ss and frell ty in many weigity futes fre fiode aay 
ret flede, ¢ ther for none or pe ry {mal rewardes, 
cr gay than rich; either for ihas fe was 
© con. 


At, 


Savy place, Out if w 


> 


as 
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** content with the dede felfe well dene, or for that fae de- 
“¢ lited to be fued unto, and to frow what jee was able te 
‘* do wyth the Ring, or for that wanten women and welthy 
** be not alway covetous. 

© T doubt not fome foal think this woman too fleight a 
‘© thing to be written of, and fet amonge the remembraunces 
‘* of great matters: which thei foal fpectally think, that 
** happely fal efteme her only by that thei NOW SER HER. 
“S But me bas the chaunce fo much the more warthy to be 
“* remembred, in how much fhe is sow in the more beg- 
8° gerly condicion, uufrended and worne out of acquaintance, 
** after good fubfiance, after as grete favour with the 
“ prince, after as grete fute and feeking to with al thefe, 
* that in thofe days had bufynes to fpede, as many other 
‘* men were in their times, which be new famoufe only by 
‘© the infamy of their il dedes. Her doinges were not much 
* Jefe, albeit thei be muche leffe remembred becaufe thei 
‘<xvere not fo evil, For men ufe, if they have an evil 
“* ture, to write it in marble; and whofo dath us a good 
“* tourne, ewe write it in dufle™ Which is not cvorft 
* proved by ber; for at tus DAVE flee beggeth of many 
‘* at this daye living, that at this day had begged, if free 
“* had not bese.” See More’s exorkhes, folio, Be Tet thks, 
PP $6; 57+ 

Drayron das written a poetical epifle from this lady 
to her royal lover, and in his notes thereto he thus draws her 
portrait; “ Her flature vas yneane, her haire of a dark 
** yellow, her face round and full, her eye gray, delicate 
‘* harmony being betwixt each part's ai tien, and each 
proportion’: colour, her bedy fat, white and farcoi’, her 
** countenance cheerfull and hike to ber condition, The pic- 
“ qure which I have feet of hers was fuch as fhe rofe out 


fied to Shak, ofbeare 


* Thefe words of Sir Ths iy fies 
tat proverbial ee iad if. MEP Gy fee iM 
“ Aken’: evill manners live in brafis their virtues 
Ve write it water. 
Shakesp, in dis play of Reb. LI follows More's 11). of that reign, and 
therefore coud not Lat fee this paffage, 


oe of 
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** of her bed in the morning, having nothing on but a rick 
6 mantle cof under one arme over her floulder, and ftting 
6 on a chaive, on which her naked arm did lie What ber 
&* father’s uame wes, or where Jobe was, berne, ts not cer- 
‘tainly knowne: but Shore a young man of right goodly 
~ > 
s* gesfern, acealth and behaviour, abandoned her béd after 
‘rhe king had made her bis concubine. Richard LIl, 
S*canfing her te dle open penance in Paul's church-yard, 
Sf COMMANDED THAT NO MAN SHOULD RELIRVE HER, 
Sarhich the tyraxt did, not fo much for his hatred to finne, 
‘shut that by making bis brother's life odious, he might 
S cower his freajons fhe more cunningly”? — See 
i, 


es, by Mich. Drayton, Efg; Lewd, 


re of Jane Snore alnof naked ts pre« 
i's Ledgings at Eten; and another pie~ 
offs Lodge at King’s College Cam- 
to dort: witch foundattons fhe is fuppofed to have 
tendiy cffces with ExwarplV. A fall gearte 
Mexzotinto Print was taken from the former of thefe by 
). Paneer. 


ed in the Pree 


? 
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Then maids and wives in time amend, 
For love and beauty will have end. 


“F Rofamonde that was fo faire, 
it Had caufe her furrowes to declare, 
Vhen let Jane Shore with forrowe fing, 
‘That was beloved of a king. 
In 
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fa maiden yeares my beautye bright 5 
Was loved dear of lord and knight; 

But yet the love that they requir’d, 

Tt was not as my friends defir’d. 


My parents they, for thirft of gaine, 

A bufband for me did obtaine ; 19 
And I, their pleafure to fulfille, 

Was fore’d to wedd againit my wille. 


To Matthew Shore I was a wife, 

Till lut brought ruive to my life ; 

And then my life [ lewdlye {pent, 1g 
Which makes my foul for to lament, 


In Lombard-ftreet I once did dwelle, 

As London yet can witnefs welle ; 

Where many gallants did beholde 

My beautye in a fhop of golde. 20 


I {pred my plumes, as wantons dee, 
Some feet and fecret friende to wooe, 
Becaufe chat loved did not finde 
Agreeing to my wanton minde, 


At la& my name in court did ring 2 
Into the eares of Englandes king, 
Who came and lik’d, and love requir’d, 
But I made coye what he defir’d: 
$3 = Yet 


2 
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Fo) 


Yet Mifirefs Blague, a neighbour neare, 

Whole friendthip T efteemed deare, go 
Did faye, It was a gallant thing 

To be beloved of a king. 


By ber perfuafions T was led, 
For to de 


de my marzia 
sd hutband Shore, 
eares before. 


And wrone 


tot 
wr 


e my wede 


ad J did rejoyce, 

had made fo {weet a choice; 
And therefore did my fate refigne, 
To be king & 


vard’s concubine, 40 


From city thei to court I went, 


To reape the ple s of content ; 


joyce that love conld bring, 


prets of a king. 


When I was thus advane’d on highe 45 
Commanding Edward with mine eve, 

For Mes. Blacue Lin fhort {pace 

Obtainde a livinge from his grace. 


No friende I had but in fhort time 

I mace unto a prometion clinibe; 50 
Bat yet for all this cofllye pride, 

My hufsande could not mee abide. 
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His bed, though wronged by a king, 

His heart with deadlye gricfe did fting ; 

From England then he goes away gs 
To end his life beyond the fea. 


He could not live to fee his name 

Impatied by my wanton fhame; 

Although a prince of peerlee might 

Did reape the pleafure of his rights. 60 


Long time I lived in the courte, 

Vith lords and ladies of great forte ; 
Asd when I {mil’d all men were glad, 
But when I frown’d my prince grewe fad. 


But yet a gentle minde I bore 65 
‘To helpleffe people, that were poore ; 

I fill redreit the orphans crye, 

And fay’d their lives condemnd to dye. 


IT fill had ruth on widowes tears, 

I fuccour’d babes of tender yeares ; 72 
And never look’é for other gaine 

But love and thankes for all my paine. 


At laf my royall king did dye, 
And then my dayes of woe grew nighe; 
When crook-back Richard got the crowne, = 7§ 
King Edwards friends were foon put downe. 
$4 I then 
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I then was punitht for my fn, 

That I fo long had lived in; 

Yea, every one that was his friend, 
This tyrant brought to fhamefull end, 


Then for my lewd and wanton life, 
That made a ftrampet of a wife, 
T pena: 


e did in Lombard-ftreet, 
In fhamefull manner in a fheet. 


Where many thoufaods did me viewe, 
Vho late ia court my credit knewe 
Which made. the teares run down my face, 
To thinke apon my foul difgrace. 


Not thus content, they took from mee 
My goodes, my livings, and my fee, 
And charg’d that none fhould me relieve, 
Nor any fuccour to me give. 


Then unto Mrs, Blague I went, 

‘To whom my Jewels I had fent, 

In hope therebye to cafe my want, 
When riches fail'd, and love grew feant; 


But fhe denyed to me the fame 
When in my need for them T came; 
‘Po recompence my former love, 

Out of her doores fee did me fhoye. 


fs 
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he 
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So love did vanith with my flate, 
Which now my foul repents too late ; 
Therefore example take by mee, 

For friendfhip parts in povertie. 


But yet one friend among the reft, 
Whom I before had feen diftrett, 
And fav’d his life, condemn’d to die, 
Did give me food ta fuccour me: 


For which, by lawe, it was decreed 
That he was hanged for that deed ; 
His death did grieve me fo much more, 
Than had I dyed myfelf therefore. 


Then thofe to whom I had done good, 
Durft not atord mee any food ; 
Whereby 1 begged all the day, 


And fill in &reets by night I lay. 


My gowns befet with pearl and gold, 
Were turn’d to fimp!e garments old ; 
My chains and gems and golden rings, 
To filthy rags and loathiome things. 


Thus was T fcorn’d of maid and wife, 
For leading fuch a wicked life ; 

Both fucking babes and children {imall, 
Did make their paftime at my fall. 


265 
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11g 


129 


I could 
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{could not get one bit of bread, 126 
Whereby my hunger might be fed: 

Nor drink, but fuch as channels yield, 

Or Rinking ditches in the field. 


Thus, weary of my life, at lengthe 

I yielded up my vital frength 140 
Within a ditch, of loathfome fcent, 

Where carrion doys did much frequent: 


The which now fince my dying daye, 

ls Shoreditch call’d, as writers faye * 5 

Which is a witnefs of my finne, 1 
For being concubine to a king. 


tad 
te 


You wanton wives, that fall to luft, 

Be you affur’d that God is jul; 

Whoredome fhall not efcape his hand, 

Nor pride unpunifh'd in this land, 140 


If God to me fuch fhame did bring, 
That yielded only to a king, 

How fhal! they feape that daily run 
To practife fin with every one? 


¥ Bur it had this name long before y being fo called from ite Being « 
cooman SEWER (vuigarly SHORE} or drain. See Stow, 


You 
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You hufbands, match not but for love, : 145 
Lefl fome difliking after prove ; 
Women, be warn’d when you are wives, 
What plagues are due to finful lives: 
Then, maids and wives, in time amend, 
For love and beauty will have end. 


XXVII. 
CORYDON’s DOLEFUL KNELL. 


This little fonple elegy is giver, with fome corrections, 
Srom two copics, one of which ts in * The golden garland of 
‘© srincely delights.” 

The burthen of the feng, Dine Dona, We. is at prefent 
ap, ae to burlefque fubjefts, and therefore may excite 
only ludicrous ideas in @ modern reader; but in the time of 
our poet it ufually accompanied the maft folemn and mournful 
Jirains. Of this hind is that fine atrial Dirge in Shake- 
Spears Tempeft : e 
Full fadom five thy father lies, 

© OF his bones are corrall made 3 
‘* Thofe are pearles that were his eyes 5 

‘“ Nothing of him, that doth fade, 
“ But dots fuffer a fea change 


“ Inta fomething rich and frange + 


& Sea- 
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* Sea-ayniphs hourly ring bis knell, 
t B hts ; 
* Harke now T heare them, Ding dong bell.” 


“ Burthen, Ding dong.” 


rake no daudt but 


in a manner the moft | 


poet intended to conclude the abow 


olemn and exprefive of mela 


Y Phillida, adieu love! 
For everniore farewel ! 
Ay mel ve loft my true love, 
And thus [ ring her knell, 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, § 
My Phillida is dead! 
Vi flick a branch of willow 
At my fair Phillis’ head, 


For my fair Phillida 
Our bridal bed was made: 10 
But ‘flead of filkes fo gay, 
She in her fhroud is laid. 
Ding, &c. 


Her corpfe fhall be attended 
Ry maides in fair array, 
Till the obfequies are ended, 
Aad the is wrapt in clay. 

Ding, &c. 


i) 


Cae Her 
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Uer herfe it fhall be carried - 
By youths, that do excell; 
And when that fhe is buried, 
I thus will ring her Knell, ae 
Ding, &c. 


A garland fhail be framed 
By art and natures (kill, 
Of fundry-colour’d flowers, 
in token of good-will *: 
Ding, &c 


And fundry-colour’d ribbands 
On it Twill bettow ; 


2 
es 


Bat chiefly black and yellowe +; 
With her to grave fhall go. 
Ding, &e. 


Ili decke her tomb with flowers, 
The rareft ever feen, 
And with my tears, as fhowers, 
VU keepe them frefh and green. 
Ding, &c. 


. 


% Te is a cujtom in many parts of England, to carry a ferwery gaxiand 
before the corpfe of a woman who dies unmarricd. 


+ Sve abour, preface to No, XI, Book IT. p. 178. 


Tafead 


ajo ANC 


TIafead of (aired. colours, 
Set forth with curious art %, 

Her imege fhall be painted ae 
Os my diirefled heart, 


fe 


af wilaw 


As oy fair Phils’ head. 
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On THE ALLITERATIVE METRE, 
wirnhourT RuyMs, 


wy Prerce ProwmMan’s Visions. 


WE learn from Wormius fa), that the ancient Iflandic 
poets ufed a great variety of meafurest he mentions 136 
diferect kinds, without including RAYM®, Or a cor- 
refpondence of final fyliahles: yet this was occafionally 
ufed, as appears from the Ode of Fyil, which Wermius 
hath inferted in bis hook. 

He hath analy fed the flruéture of one of thefe kinds of 
the harmony of which neither depended on the 
qnantity of the fyllables, ike thar of the ancient Greeks 
ns; norton the rhymes at the end, as in modern 


and Ro 
poetry; but confifiled altogether in alliteration, ora cere 
rain artfal repetition of the founds in the middle of the 
verfes. “Phis was adjuftcd according to certain rules of 
their profody, one of which was, rhat every diltich fhould 
contain at lea three words beginning with the fame let- 
rer or found. ‘Pwo of theie correfpondent founds might 
he placed cither in the fri or iecund line of the diflich, 
and one in thy other: bur all three were not regularly 
to he crowded into ore line. This will be bet under- 
fluod by the following examples (4). 


«* Meire og Minne * Gab Ginunga 


Mega beindatier” Eon Gras huerge.”* 


Tilandic poets, 
gitage aud p 


1636, gto——1651, fol. The 
riginacams Ano to-Saxon, deing 
Gorsre ur Taewrosre. Vid. Hickefi 
mm, & Muefo Gath, gto, 1689. 


iw. Semeatricnel. Tom. J. p. 217. 
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Gothic race, had time to cultivate their native postry 
more, and to carry itto a higher pitch of refinement, 
than any of the reft. 

‘Their brethren the Anglo-Saxon poets occafionally 
ufed the fame kind of alliteration, and it is comimon to 
meet in their writings with fimilar examples of the fore- 
going rules. Take an inflance or two in modern chae 
racters (¢} $ 


« Scop tha and Slyrete * Hara and Healsfett 
Styppend are.” Heofena rikes.” 


I know not however that there is any where extant an 
entire Saxon poem all in this meafure. But diftichs of 
this fort perpetually occur in all their poems of any 
length. 

Now, if we examine the verfifeation of Pisace 
Prowman’s Vistrons, we fhall find it conftruéted ex- 
aétly by thefe rules; and therefore each line, as printed, 
is in reality a diftich of two verfes, aad will, I believe, 
be found diftinguifed as fuch, by fome mark or other 
in ail the ancient MSS. viz. 


* In a Somer Seafon, | when ‘hot fd} was the Sumne, 
« } Shope me into Sbroubs, | as La Séepe were; 

*¢In Habite as an Harmet | unHoly of werkes, 

« Went de in thys world | #’onders to heare, &c. 


So that the author of this poem will not be found to have 
invented any new mode of veriification, as fome have 
fuppofed, but only to have retained that of the old Saxon 
and Gothic poets; which was probably never wholly 
lnid afide, but occafionally ufed at diferent intervals: 


fej ibid. ; 
{fs} Sa T would read with Mr. Warton, rather thas eliher ‘fof,’ 
as in MS. or ¢ fet,’ as in POC, 


Vou. IL aL. though 
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though the ravages of time will not fuller us now te 
produce a regul:r jenies of poems entirely written ip it. 

There are iome reacers, « bom: 1{ may gratify to men- 
tien, that thefe Visions cr Psurce [ie. Peter] the 
Piowsan, areattributed to Robert Langland, a fecular 


ifter race. Iteontis of xx Passes or 
Hung ajeries ot vilicus, which he pre- 


tob:m on Malvern bills in Worceiler 
ti 


or excells in ftrong slleguric painnoag, 
cat humour, ipirit, and fancy, cenfured 
se incident to the feveral profefiens of 
ticnfarly iovetghs againit the corrup- 
y, and the abfurdines of fuperflition, 
Of cis work ] have now before me fenr different edi- 
tions in black-letter quarte. Three of them are printed 
in rss by Robert Crototep divetling in Clye rentesin Wat- 
burne. dois seniurkab.e waat ime of uieie are mentioned 
itie-page as both of the fecond impreffion, thongh 
resident variations In every page (9. The 
>) he neloipe imprpnicD after the authors olde 


moft of the vi 


hfe; but he 


lait that ied this alierative fpecies of veifification. ‘Fo 
Kogers’s edition of the Vifions is fubjoincd a poem, 


‘he poem properly contains xxi parte: the word Passus, 
adopted by the aither, fecms only to denote tee break or division 
between two par&, though by the ixroraore of the printer applied 
to the parts themfelves, See vol. 1. L preface to b.lad U1, wheres 
Paglus teeme to fgaily Parfe. 

(f} That which feems ihe Grft of the two, is thus dittingnifhed 
fn the title-page, notte the (ecente tyne tmyprentes by & cherte 
Crowle: the other thus, notee the fecowLe time cmyprinced by 
Mobert Cecintey. to the former the f.llos are Uncs crrancoufly 
vunaberesd 29) 295 41, &3, 42, 42, 4s, &C. The bookfeliers of 
thofe days did not oRentatioufly affedt to multiply editions. 


which 
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which was probably writ in imitation of them, intitled 
y 3 
Pigack ras Proucuman’s Crepe. It begins thus: 


« Geos, and Cartels Cheit, this beginning feds 
s Por the Faders Frendthips, that Fourmed heaven; 
* And through the Special Spirit, that Sprong of hem tweyne, 


# And alin one godhbed endles dwelleth.” 


The author feigns himfelf ignorant of his Creed, to be 
infraégted in which he applies to the four religious 
orders, viz. the gray friers of St. Francis, the black 
triers of St. Domunic, the Carmelites or white friers, 
and the Auguitines. This affords hima occafion to de~ 
feribe in very lively colours the floth, ignorance, and 
immorality of thofe reverend drones. At length he 
meets with Pierce a poor Ploughman, who refolves 
his doubts, and infruéts him ia the principles of true 
religion. The author was evidently a follower of 
Wiccliff, whom he mentions (with honour) as no 
longer living (gv). Now that reformer died in 1384. 
How long after his death this poem was written, does 
hot appear, 

Ia the Cotton library is a volume of ancient Englith 
poems (2), two of which are written in this alliterative 
metre, end have the divifion of the lines into diflichs 
difinctiy marked bya point, as is ufual in old poeti~’ 
cal MSS. That which flands firft of the two (though 
perhaps the lateft written) is intitled Tue sece oF 
Terzuam, (i. e. Jerufatem], being an old fabulous 
legend compofed by fome monk, and fluffed with mar- 
vellous figments concerning the deftrudtion of the holy 
city and temple. It begins thus: 


«In Tyberius Tyme . the Trewe emperour 
 Syc Selar hymfelf . beSted in Rome 


fg) Signature, © ft (b} Caligula A. ij. fol 109. 1236 
Serie & Why 
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 Whylt Pylat was Provofte . under that Prynce ryche 
© And Fewes Fullice alfo . of ‘Fudeas londe 

« Herode under smpers . as Herytage woke 

# Xyng, a&c. 


The other is intitled Cazvarere Assicne [or De 
Cigne}, that is, * The Knight of the Swan,” being an 
ancient Romance, beginning thus; 


& Al JFeldgnge Gad. Phone it is his Wyle 

« iF ele he Wereth his ?Ferke . ith his owene honde 

* Por ofte Harmes were Hente. that Helpe we ne myzte 
 Nere the Hyznes of Hym . that lengeth in Heyene 

“ Yor this, &c. 


Among Mr. Garrick’s collection of old plays (2) is a profe 
narrative of the adventures of this fame Knight of the 
Swan, “ newly tranflated out of Frenfhe into Englythe, 
‘Cat thinfigacion of the puyffaunt and illuitryous 
* prynce, lorde Edward duke of Buckynghame.” This 
lord it Seems had a peculiar intereft in the book, for 
in the preface the traoflator tells us, that this “ highe 
‘* dypne and ibuftryous prynce my lorde Edwarde by 
‘the grace of god Duke of Buckyngham, erle of He- 
“ reforde, Stafforde, and Northampton, defyrynge coty- 
** dyally to encreafe and augment the name and fame 
“ of fuch as were relucent in yertuous feates and tri- 
“ umphaunt actes of chyvalry, and to encourage and 
‘¢flyre every Jufly and gentell herte by the exemply- 
“ feacyon of the fame, havyng a goodli booke of the 
highe and miraculous hiftori of a fameus and puyi+ 
*‘ {aunt kynge, named Oryant, fometime reynynge in 
“ the parties ot beyonde the fea, havynge to his wife 
‘a noble lady; of whome fhe conceyved fize fonnes 
“and a daughter, and chylded of them at ane only 


(4) K. vol. X. 
time s 
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“ time ; at whofe byrthe echone of them had a chayne 
“of fylver at. their meckes, the whiche were all 
*tonrnel by the provydence of god into whyte 
‘*f{wannes, fave one, of the whiche this prefent hy itory 
‘Cis compyled, named Helyas, the knight of the 
* {wanne, OF WHOME LINIALLY 18 DYSCENDED MY 
“saype rorpde, The whiche ententifly to have the 
 fayde byftory more amply and unyverfally knowen 
“in thys hys natif countrie, as it is in other, hath of 
* hys hie bountie by feme of his faithful and trofi 
* fervauntes cohorted mi mayfler Wynkin de Worde 
** 2} to put the faid vertuous hyftori in prynte .....at 
‘‘ whofe inftigacion and fliring 1 (Roberte Copland) 
“ have me applied, moienving the helpe of god, to re- 
* duce and tranilate it into our maternal and vulgare 
“engiith tonge after the capacitt and rudeneffe of 
“my weke entendement.”"——-A curious picture of 
the times! While in Italy literature and the fine arts 
were ready to burit forth with claflical fplendor under 
Leo X. the firft peer of this realm was proud to de- 
rive his pedigree from a fabulous KnrGur oF THE 
swan (2). 

To return to the Metre of Pierce Plowman: In the 
folio MS. fo often quoted in thefe volumes, are two 
poems written in that fpecies of verfification. One of 
thefe is an ancient allegorical poem, intitled Deatu 
anp Liré, (in 2 fitts or parts, containing 458 diftichs) 
which, for ought that appears, may have been written 
as early, if not before, the time of Langland. The 
firft forty lines are broke as they fhould be into diflichs, 


(4) W. de Worde’s edit isin agra. See Amesy pega. Mr. G's 
copy is q Tmprinted at London bp me CUlplliam Copland. 

{1} He is faid in the ftory-book ‘to be the grandfather of God- 
frey of Boulogne, through whom I fuppofe the duke made out his 
relation to him. This duke was beheaded May 17, 1521, 13 
Hea, VOI, : 


adit 


¥ 
eos 
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a diftingtion that is neglected in the remaining part of 
the tranfcript, in order I fuppofe to fave room. It 
begins, 


 Cbrift Coriften king, 
tbat on Use Croffe tholedy 
& Hadd Patnes and Paflyons 
to defsud our foules; 
Give w Grace on the Groand 
the Greatlye to ferve, 
* Por that Royall Red blaad 
that Rann from thy fide.” 


The fubje& of this piece is a vifion, wherein the poet 
fees a conteft for Superiority between “ our lady Dame 
*xurre,” and the “ugly fiend Dame peatn 3” who 
with their feveral attributes and concomitants are per~ 
fonified in a fine vein of allegoric painting, Part of 
the defcription of Dame nire is, 


6 Shee was Brighter of her Blee, 
then was the Fright fonn: 
« Her Radd Redder then the Rofe, 
that on the Rife hangeth: ’ 
& Meekely fmiling with her Mouth, 
And Merry in her lookes; 
& Ever Laughing for Love, 
as fhee Like would. 
« And as fhee came by the Bankes, 
the Boughes eche one 
s They Lowted to that Ladye, 
and Layd forth their branches} 
“ Bioffomes, and Burgens 
Breathed full {weete ; 


Flowers 
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* Flowers Flourithed in the Frith, 
where thee Forth fteppeds 

* And the Grafle, that_was Gray, 
Greened belive.” 


Dzau is afterwards fketched out with a no Iefs bold 
and otiginal pencil. 

The other poem is that, which is quoted in the 28th 
page of this volume, and which was probably the lait 
that was ever written in this kind of metre in its orl- 
ginal fimplicity unaccompanied with rhyme. Ie fhoald 
have been oblerved above in page 28, that in this poem 
the lines are throughout divided into diftichs, thus: 


Grast Gracious Gad, 
Grant me this ime, &c, 


It is intitled Scorrisu rgrupz (in 2 PiTTs, 420 di- 
flichs,) containing a very circumftantial narrative of 
the battle of Fledden, fought Sept. 9, 1513: at which 
the author feems to have been prefent from his fpeak- 
ing in the fint perfon plaral: 


« Then we Tild downe ovr Tents, 
that Tuld were a thoufand.* 


In the conclufion of the poem he gives this account 
of himielf: ? 
s 
« Be was a Gentleman by Jef; 
that this Geit fm) made: 
“ Which Say but as he Sayd (2) 


for Sooth and noe other. 


ably corrupted for—* Says but as he Saws 


Tb 4 « As 
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4 Ac Bagily that Fearne 
his Biding place had ; 
# And his anceftors of ol! Sime 
have yearded fo} theire funge, 
* Before William Conqucrour 


s Cuntey did isbabite, 
 Jefos Bring (hem (oP to Bile, 
: hal BAL ey 


> Hears 
ayy t? 
ALY. 


‘The village of I 
had belong 
centuries 


ruleigh is in Chefhire, and 
ot fami ly of Lecr for two 
i : of Flodden, Indeed that 
uthor | wes ae t ty appears from other paf. 
the body of the poem, particularly from the 
us be takes to wipe off a ftain from the Cheflire-men, 
who it feems ran away in that Datue, and from lis en- 
i 8 the Scantcys caris of Derby, who ufually 
county. Lie laments the death of James 
Searley Lishep of ily, as what had recently happened 
when this poem wes written; w hich ferves to afcertain 
s ate, for thar prelate died March 22, 1§14-S- 
7 ee have we traced the Alliterative Meafure fo low 
as the fixteenth ee Jt is remarkable that all 
Fach Pees as od this kind of metre, retained along 
with 3¢ many peculiar Saxon idioms, particularly fuch 
as were appropriated to poetry: this deferves the 
attention of thofe who are defirous to recover the 
laws of the ancient Saxon Poefy, ufvally given up as 


fo} Yeardad, 4c. caricd, earthed, carded, ft is commen to pro- 
nounce Earth. in fome parts of England “ Yearth,” particularly 
sn the North.- ‘iUcattie fpeaking of James UJ. flain at Bannock- 
ae man wot whar Hs yearpep him,” 


tmaru, fays, © N 
MS, Inthe ad line above, the MS. has bidding” 


ins 
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inexplicable: Tam of opinion that they will find wnat 
they feek in the Metre of Pierce Plowman (q). 
bout the beginning of the fixteenth century this 
Kind of veriification began to change its form: the 
author of Scorrisa Free Dp, we fee, concludes his 
poem with a couplet in rhyme: this was an innova- 
roa that did but prepare the way for the general 
adiniffion of that more modith ornament; til at length 
the old uncouth verfe of the ancient writers would no 
longer go down without in Yet when Rhyme began to 
be fuperadded, ail te niceties of Alliteration were at 
Grd retaine sd along with it; and the fong of Lirrze 
Joxn Nosopy exhibits this union very cleariy. By 
degrees the correfpondence of final founds engrof- 
fing the wacie attention of the pect, and fully iauis- 
fying the reader, the internal imbelldhment of Alt. 
teration was no longer ftudied, and thus was this kind 
of metre at length iwallowed up and lod in our com. 
mon “‘Burlefque Alexandrine, or Anapeftic yerie (r), 
now 


fq} And in that of Robert of Gloucefter. See the next note. 

fr} Confilting of four Anapefts Co e-} in which the Accent 
refts npon every third fyH reese He kind of Verfe, which 
1 alfo call the Bu jue Alexandrine Singuth it fem 
the other Alexandrines of rr and rq fylich! the parents af 
our lyric meafare: fee examples, pp. 139, 14d, &c.) wes early 
applied by Rebert of Glouce ler to ferious fibles. That weiter’s 
metre, like this of Langlan is formed on the Saxon mo- 
dels (each verfe of bis containing a Saxon diSich), only infead 
of the interpat Allwerations adopted by Langhs: ad, he rather chofe 
final Rhymes, as the French «poets have cone fince, Take a 
fpecimen : 


« The Saxons tho in ther poser, the thil were & rive, 
Seve Kingdoms made jn Engelonie, and fithe but vive: 
6 


® The king of Northomberlond, and of Eatangle alfo, 
“OF Kent, and of Weillfex, and of 3 


March, therto.”* 


f Giouselter wrote in the wefte 
s excesdingly from 


Robert 
geage & 


of 
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now never ufed but in ballads and pieces of light hu- 
mour, asin the following Song of Conscrence, and 
in that well-known dogerel, 

“A cobler there was, and be ved in a Gall.” 


Bot althongh this kind of meafare hath with ns been 
thus deg raced, ¢ fill retains am ong the French tts 
ancient dignity; their grand Hercie Verfe of twelve 
fyllables (s) is the fame genuine offspring of the old alll. 
terative metre Gf the ancient Gothic and Francie poets, 
{ript ike onr Anap. fic of its alliteration, and orna- 
mented with thyme: Bnet with this difference, that 
wheres this kind © ¢ verfe hath been applied by us only 
to Hg ht and trivial jubadts, to which by its quick 
and lively meafure’ it feemed beft adapted, cur Poets 
have fet it remain in a mere fax unconfined Rate (1), 


whorefited in the metro ¥ 

Heptarchy conuinved, Ene 2 ith langua ee ue rovably ba 
i 3 : 8 2 : Pe ES tay 

deen as much diflingor} is dierent daledts asthe Greck; of 


at leat as thar of the feversl Independant Gates of Italy. 


> in what they csll a feminine verfe. 
fh alone have retained thie ald Gathic 
$3 while the Englifh, Spaniards, &c. have 
Pron fyRat ls, althou git the Spaniards, as 
athort-lined metre Ll bcliewe the fuecels 
s ane or two others, firit ufed fie 
an Poefy, recommenced it to th 
Spanith writers; as it < seer, ee firtt 2 espe 
ein Englifh; and to his f #8 Lord Sure. y; Sir Thonoas Wyat, 
&e.; who alterwards improved ic and brought 8 to perfection. To 
Lord Surrey we alfo owe the firff iv trodudt hon of Blank Verfe in 
Pov ah fions of the feond asd fRneid, 1557, 410. 
y WH §2, rryandeven 
of g Anapells Co 4 -) or 
y frequently retrench a fyable from the firft 
orth fed Anapeny atid fonietinges eee both; as in thefe inQances 
from Prog, and from the following Song of Conscrences 


Wh bie er ten at Paris, muQ nveds kn&w tht Gréve, 
Thi fai r&réar cf ty Gafsritingte brave. 
HE Kipt Bhim ftrdight, End did him rvquire, 


Ye is rermar 
metre fort 
FA soared i 


bis verfe of ten Git 
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as a greater degree of feverity and ftri€nefa would 
have been incontifient with the light and airy fubjets 
to which they have applied ir. On the other hand, the 
French having retained this Verfe as the vehicle of 
their Epic and Tragic flights, in order to give it a 
flatelincfs and dignity were obfiged to confiae it to 
more exact laws of Seanfion; they have therefore te 
mited it to the number of twelve Syllables; aod by 
making the Cefura or Paufe as full and difting& as 
pofible; and by other fevere reftriflions, have given 
it all the folemnity of which it was capable. The 
harmony of both however depends fo much on the 
fame flow of cadence and difpofal of the paule, thar 
they appear plainly to beofihe fame original; and 
every French heroic verfe evidently contits of the 
ancient Diflich of their Francic anceflors: which, 
by the way, willaccount to us why ctis verfe of the 
French fo natarally refolves itfelf into two complete 
hemittics. And indeed by making the cafura or paule 
always to refion the lai fyllable of a word, and by 
making a kind of paufe in the fenfe, the French poets 
doin effet reduce their hemiflics to two ditiné and 
independint vecigs: and fone of their old pets have 
gone fo far as to make the two hemiltics rhyme to each 
other (uv). 

After al!, the old alliterative and anapeflic metre 
of the Englith poets being chietly ufed in a barbarous 
age, and ia a rude unpolithed language, abounds with 
verfes defective in length, proportion, and harmony; 
and therefore cannot enter Into a comparifon with tae 
corredt verification of the bell modern Frene) writers 5 
but making allowances for thefe defects, thar fort of 
metre runs with a cadence fo exaétly refembling the 
French heroic: Alexandrine, that | believe no pecitiae 
rities of their veriification can be produced, which 


{u) See Inftances in L. Hii. de la Poof Frangnife par Masstea,y Rey 
In the fame book are alfo fpecimeas of alliterative Feensh Voofes. 


cannot 
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cannot be exactly matched in the alliterative metre. I 
fhall give by way of example a few lines from the mo- 
dern French poets accommodated with paratiels from 
the ancient poem of Lire anp Dzarn; in thefe I fhall 
denote the Cetura or Paufe by a perpendicular line, and 
the Cadence by the marks of the Latin quantity. 


j ia bnfGnt db Pduddes} 
AU fhail drfe with tht dints [hat I déal with my hiads. 


Li inmnt priding viie trap j Pjllatin Le fait, 
Yondtr damsel is d&ath fs that: dréfstth hifr 05 (mite. 


BD intripidé viit mieux { tt 18 fantme fait (2). 
Whin Qe dole} Gw | bSw fhe dang ddwne hir falke, 


AfGwe atix yeiix dé Pix) 


us | fin byisfle ee bsrvibls fy}. 
nie chk Up Xerfe | th thé high king of heave. 


re fatjoues i Rural démburé maitre, 
Thou thal: Siettelyt bYe [Sr dif thé book Ye Falkch. 


cc bimme | 8x in mat, i faut 0 btre( x), 
YING E fRred throughe x frythe | whtveth? Adwérs were manye. 


To conclude: the metre of Pierce Plowman’s Vifions 
has no kind of affinity with what is commonly called 
Blank Verfe; yet has it a fort of harmony of its own, 
proceeding pot fo much from its alliteration, as from 
the artful difpofal of its cadence, and the contrivance of 
its paufe; fo that when the ear is a little accuftomed to 
it, it is by no means unpleafing; but claims all the 
merit of the French heroic numbers, only far lefs po- 
\uhed; being fweetened, inftead of thei final rhymes, 
with the internal recurrence of fimilar founds. 


{x} Cataling, Avg. (7) Boileau Sat, (a) Boil. Sat. ra. 
ADDI« 
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AppiTrons TO THE Essay 
ON 


THE ALLITERATIVE Metre. 


INCE the foregoing Effay was firft printed, the 
Editor hath met with fome additional examples of 
the old Alliterative Metre. 
The firft is in MS. (a) which begins thus: 

Srift Crowned Kyng, that on Cros dideft 75), 

And art Comfort of all Care, thow (ec) kind go out of Com, 
With thi Halwes in Heven Heried mote thu be, 

And thy Yorfhipful /erkes Worthiped evre, 

That fuche Sondry Signes Sheweft unto man, 

In Dremyng, in Drecchyng (2), and in Derke (wevenes. 


The Author from this proemium takes occafion te 
give an account of a Dream that happened to himiel!’s 
which he introduces with the following circumfances ; 

Ones y me Ordayned, as y have Ofte doon, 

With Frendes, and Felawes, Frendemen, and other 
And Caught me in a Company on Gorpus Chrifti even, 
Six, other fe) Seven myle, oute of Suthampton, 

To take Melodye, and Jfirthes, among my Makes; 
With Redyng of ROMAUNCES, and Revelyng among, 
The Dym of the Derkoefle Drewe me into the wef; 
And beGon for to fpryngin the Grey day. 

Than Lift y up my Lyddes, and Loked in the fky, 
And Knewe by the Kende Cours, hit clered in the eR: 
Blyve y Batked me down, and to Bed went, 

For to Comforte my Kynde, and Cacche a Qspe, 


* fa} Ina fmall gto MS. containing 33 leaves in private hands. 
fi} Didit dye. fe) thougti {a} Seing overpowered. 
fe} ie. either, or. 


§ : Ne 


ve 
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He then deferibes his dreams: 


Methought that y Noved on High on an Till, 

And toked Doun on a Dale Depett of otbre; 

Ther y Sawe in my Sighte a Sclcouthe peple ; 

The Miultinde was fo Mache, it Afighte not be nombred: 
Methoughte y herd a Gawned Ayng, of fis Comancs axs 
A Soleyne / 


) Subfidie, to Sufleyne his werres. 


is e we 
With thats Clerk Nucled agowne and Carped thefe wordes; 
Li 


ese Lord, yif 


ai Like to Liken a while, 


you thewe fone. 


s 


ayy cana of fublidies 

aciined to believe this 
Meary Vth, as the 
to have been writ- 


e whole poem con- 


Posus Compe 
DIS, appears f 
ten betore the 9 
tains but 146 1) 


pee Aliter 


the old Seotrifiy po 


lar among 
; non thts 
tion of ancient 
rw Pops hbrary, is a very 
£ vacth Re cation; thus inferibed: 


e he Tweed. 


6 
Secttfh Poems, 
Jong poem is ibis {pe 


Mein begine H 
Weto, < eigsee VY E 


foleron 
Sace 


rfiete 
# Neothiad, ot Le 
The uyo frit i 


Here COPE BY 


« Bofvd 
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' Befyd ane Gudiie Grene Garth (2), fall of Gay flouris 
* Hegeit (i) of ane Hoge Hicht with Hawthorne treeis 
** Qoairon ane Bird on ane Beanfehe fo Fir out hir notis 
« That nevirane Blythfuller Bird was onthe Beuche /&/hard &¢,* 


The Author pretends to over-hear three goffips fitting 
in an arbour, and revealing all their fecret methods of 
alluring and governing the other fex; it is a fevere and 
humorous faure on bad women, and nothing inferior 
logue to his Wife ef Bath’s Tale. As 
Dunpar lived tillabout the middie of the fixteenth cen- 
fury, this poem was provably compofed after Scortiss 
Freup (deferibed above, in p. 277,) which is the lateit 
fpecimen Ihave met with written in England, ‘This 
poem coataings about hve hundred lines, 


But the curtent ufe of the Aliiterative Metre in 
and, appears more particularly from thofe popular 
vulgar progl , which are QU] printed for the ufe of 
he lower ps ia Scotlacd, under the names of 
yMEX, Marvellous Meanine, &c. 
collection feems to have been put together afier. 
he aceeffion cf James 1. to the crown of England, and 
mofl of the pieces to ig are in the metre of Pierce 
lowman’s Viflous. The fird of them begins thus: 


te) 


* Merling fayes in bis book, who will Read Right, 


* Although his Saymegs be uncouth, they Shall bs trug found, 
*€tn the feventh chapter, read PF hofe Jail, 


¥€ Que thas ad more after Chrift’s birth, &¢.* 


And the Prophefie of Berp: 
* Betwixt the chief of Summer and the Sad winter ; 
*€ Before the Heat of fammer Happ2n thall a war 
** That Europ’s lands Narneftty tha 
And Earneft Es 


be wrought 
y Shall la but awhile, &e.”” 


Redged. fa} Bough. 


Se 
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Se again the Prophefic of Bertincron: 
* When the Ruby is Ratfed, eft is there none, 
Bet much Rancour fhall Rife in River and plain 
Much Sorrow is Seen through a Suth-honad 
« That beares fZornes in his Head Uke a wyld Hart, &e." 


In like Metre is the Prophefie of WanvHaves 
Upon Lowden Law alone as i Lay, 

Looking tothe Lengox, as me Lief thought, 

“ The firft Mforning of Afay, Medicine to feck 

8 For Malice and Alelody that Moved me fore, &c.* 


And laftly, that intitled, The Prophefie of Giupas. 
« When holy kirk is /¥racked and WIN has no #F%¢ 
s And Paftors are Pluckt, and Pil'd without Pity 
«¢ When Idolatry Js In ens and ne 
And {piriteal paftours are vexed away, &c.”* 


Tt will be obferved in the foregoing {pecimens, that 
the Alliceration is extremely neglected, except in the 
third and fourth inflances; although all the ref are 
written in imitation of the cadence ufed in this kind 
ef metre. It may perhaps appear from an attentive 
perufal, that the poems afcribed to Berlington and 
Waldhave are more ancient than the othéres indeed the 
fiet and ith appear evidently to have been new mo- 
delled, if not intirely conipofed about the beginning of 
the lait century, and are probably the lateft attempts 
ever made in this fpecies of verfe. 

In this and the fereguing Essay are mentioned all 
the {pecimens I have met with of the Alliterative Metre 
without rhyme: but inflances occur fometimes in old 
Manuferipts, ef poems written both with final rhymes 
and the internal cadence and alliterations of the Metre 


of Pierce Plowman. 


THE END OF THE ESSAY. e 
HE 
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Tre following Song, intitled, Toe ComPpiaint oF 
Conscience, is printed from the Editor's folio Manufcript ¢ 
Some i olg 38 in the old copy are bere corredted; but with 
uotice to the Reader awvherever it was judged neceffary, by 
fnelofing the corredtions between inverted * coninias, 


S I walked of late by ‘an’ wood fide, 
“A. To God for to meditate was my entent; 
Where under a hawthorne I fuddenlye {pyed 
A filly poore creature ragged and rent, 
With bloody teares his face was befprent, ne 
His fefhe and his color confumed away, 
And his garments they were all mire, mucke, and clay. 


This made me mufe, and much ‘ to’ defire 
To know what kind of man hee thold bee; 
I flgpt to him flraight, and did him require ie 
His name and his fecretts to fhew unto mee. 
His head he caft up, and wooful was hee, 
My name, quoth he, is the canfe of my care, 
And makes me feerned, and left here fo bare. 


Then ftraightway he turnd him, and prayd ‘me’ fit downe, 

And { will, faithe he, declare my whole greefe; 16 

My name is called Conscrexce:—wheratt he did 
frowne, ‘ 

He pined to repeate it, and grinded his teethe, 

‘ Thoughe now, filly wretche, I'm denyed all releef,? 


Ver. 1. ont. MS. Vir. him. MS. ¥. 19. not in MS. 
Vou, U. U i> (se 
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* Yet? while I was young, and tender of yeeres, 29 
I was entertained with kinges, and with peeres. 


There was none in the court that lived in fuch fame, 
For with the kings councell ‘I fate in commiffien ; 
Dukes, earles, and barrons efteem’d of my name ; 
And how that I liv’d there needs no repetition ; 25 
I was ever holden in honeft condition, 
For howfoever the lawes went in Weftminfter-hall, 
When fentence was given, for me they wold call, 


No incomes at all the landlords wold take, 
But one pore peny, that was their fine; 39 
And that they acknowledged to be for my fake. 
The poore wold doe nothing without councell mine: 
I ruled the world with the right line: 
For nothing was pafled betweene foe and friend, 
But Confcienice was called to bee at‘ the’ end. 35 


Noe bargaines, nor merchandize merchants wold make 
But [ was called a wittenefle therto: 
No ufe for noe moncy, nor foifett wold take, 
But } wold controule them, if that they did foes 
* And’ that makes me live now in great woe, 4° 
For then came in Pride, Sathan’s difciple, 
That ig now entertained with all kind of people. 


He brought with him three, whofe names ‘ thus they call’ 

That is Covetoufnes, Lecherye, Ufury, befide: 

Fo. 23. he fate, MS. Woz5,anend, MS. ¥.43. they bethefe, MS, 
They 


‘ 
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‘They never prevail’d, till they had wrought my downe-fall ; 
Soe Pride was entertained, int Confcience decried, 46 
Aud ‘now ever fince’ abroad have I tryed 
To have had entertainment with fome one or other ; 
But Iam rejected, and {corned of my brother. 


\ 

Then went I to the Court the gallants to winn, 5° 

But the porter kept me out of the gate: 

To Bartlemew Spitt'e to pray for my finne, 

They bade me goe packe, it was fitt for my ftate; 

Gog, goe, threed-bare Confcience, and feeke thee a mate. 
Good Lard, long preferve my king, prince, and queene, 
With whom evermore 1 efteemec have beer. 56 


Then went Eto Londen, where once I did ¢ dwell’: 
But they bade away with me, when they knew my name; 
For he will undoe us to bye and to fel}! 
They bade me goe packe me, and hye me for fhame; 60 | 
They lought at my raggs, and there had good game; 
This is old threed-bsre Confcience, that dwelt with 
faint Peter: ; 
But they wold not admitt me to be a chimney-fweeper. 


Not one wo'd receive me, the Lord ‘ he’ deth know 5 

I having but one poor pennye in my purfe, 65 
On an awle and fome patches I did it beflow ; 

‘For’ i thought better cobble thooes than doe worfe. 
Straight then all the coblers began for to curfe, 


F. 46. was derided, MS. V7. 53. packe me. Ms. p72. wonne, WS. 
io) _ And 
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And by flatute wold prove me a rogue, and forlorne,. 
And whipp me ont of towne to ‘fecke’ where | was 


borne, Zo 


"Then did I remember, and call to my minde, 
The Court of Confeience where once I did its 
Not doubting but there I fome favor thold find, 
For my name and the p'ace agreed foe fit; 
But there of my purpofe I tayled a whit, Ge 
For ‘thonghe’ the judge us’d my name in everye 
* commiffion,’ 


"Che lawyers with their quillets wold get “my’difmifiion.. 


Phen Wefliminger-hall was noe place for me; 
Good lord! how the Lewyere began to aflemble, 
And fearfull they were, leit there I fliold bee! 85 
The filly poore clarkes began for to trearble ; 
T fhowed them my cade, and did nos diffembte ; 
Soe they gave me fome money my charges to bearey 
ut {wore me on a booke I muft never come there. 


Next the Merchants faid, Counterfeite, get thee away, 8s 

Dofl thou remember how wee thee fond ? 

We baniflit thee the country beyond the fale fea, 

And fete thee on fhore in the New-found land; 

And there thou and wee mott friendly thook hand, 
And we were right glad when thou cidit refafeus; 9@ 
For when we wold reape profitt here thou woldit 

accule us. 


F. 70, fee. MS. 76. condicjon, MS, P77. peta MS. 
7 Then 
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Then had I noe way, but for to goe on 
Yo Gentlemens hous of an ancyent name; 
Declaring my grecfles, and there I made moane, 
* Telling? how their forefathers held me in fame: 95 
And at letting their farmes ¢ how always I came’. 
They fayd, Fye upon thee! we may thee curle: 
« Theire’ leafes continue, and we fare the worfe. 


And then [ was forced a begging to goe 
To hofeaudmens houfes, who greeved right fore, 100 


And {ware chat their landlards had plagued them fo, 
‘Lhas they were not able to keepe open doore, 


Nor naihing bad left 


co give to the poore: 


eto hts wood i doe me repayre, 
Where heppe and hawes, that is my beft farez 105 


Yet withis this fame defert fome comfort [ have 
Of Mercy, of Pittye, and of Almes-deeds; 
Whe have vowed to company me to my grave, 
Wee are fall’ put to fience, and live upon weeds,* 7. 
© And hence fuch cuid houte-keeping proceeds’: 210 
Gur brandhkssent fe its utter decay, be 
The which the riche glitton will anfwer one day. 


Why then, f faid to him, me-thinks it were bet 


To goe to the Clergie ;.for dailye they preach a 
Eche man to love you above all the reft; ~ a, rrg 


Of Mercye, -and Pictie, and Almes-‘ deeds’, they teache 
O, faid be, noe matter of a pin what they preach, 


F. gg. And how. MS, Voro1. {6 fore. MS. 
» fr 109. ill, MS. V. 110. rat in MS, 


U3 For 
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Fortheir wives end their children foe hange them upon, 
That whofoever gives almes they will * give none. 


Then laid he him down, and turned him away, 120 

And prayd me to goe, and leave him to ref. 

I told him, I haplie might yet fee the day 

For him and his fellowes to live with the beft. 

Firft, faid he, banifh Pride, then all England were bleft; 
For then thofe woldlove us, thatnow fell theirland, 12¢ 
And then good ‘ houfe-keeping wold revive’ ont of hand. 


% We ought in juflice and truth te read * can’. 


Ver x19. almes-deeds, MS. 
¥, 126, houfes every where wold be kept. MS. 


I. 
PLAIN TRUTH, AND BLIND IGNORANCE. 


This excellenr old ballad is preferved in the little ancient 
mifeellany, intitled, The Garland of Goutwill.”—Iono- 
rance ts here made to [peak inthe broad Somerfetfvire dia- 
lef. The feene we may fuppofe to be Glaflonbury Abbey, 


Truth. 
OD freed you, ancient father, 
And give you a good daye; 
What is the caufe, 1 praye you | 
Go fadly here you flaye ? 
‘ Aad 


beufes, clofe. As 
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And that you keep fuch gazing 
On this decayed place, 

The which, for fup:rflition, 
Good princes down did raze? 


* 


TGNORANCES 
Chill tell thee, by my vazen *, 
That zometimes che have knowne 
A vair and goodly abbey 
Stand here of bricke and Rone; 
And many a holy vrier, 
As ich may fay to thee, 
Within thefe goodly cloyfters 
Che did full often zee, 


Trurn. 

Then I muft tell thee, father, 

In truthe and veritie, 
A forte of greater hypocrites 

Thou couldft not likely fee ; 
Deceiving of the fimple 

With falfe and feigned lies ; 
But fuch an order truly 

Chrift never did devife. 


' TcNORANCE, 
Ah! ah! che zmell thee now, man; 
Che know well what thou art ; 


{@ 


ry 


29 


25 


*® 1. ¢. faithen: atin the Midland counties they fay beufen, clrfen, for 


U4 
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A vellow of méan learning, 
Thee was not worth a vart : 
Vor when we had the old lawe, 
A merry world was then 5 30 
And every thing was plenty 
Among all zerts of men, 


Trura. 
Thou givefl me an anfwer, 
As did the Jewes fometimes 
Unto the prophet Jeremye, 35 
When he accus’d their crimes; 
*Twas merry, fayd the people, 
And joyfull in our rea’me, 
When we did offer fpice-cakes 
Unto the queen of heay’n. 49 


IGNORANCE, 
Chill tell thee what, goed vellowe, 
Before the vriers went hence, 
A buthell of the beft wheate 
Was zold vor vourteen pence; 
And vorty egges a penny, 45 
That were both good and newe; ‘ 
And this che zay my zelf have zeene, 
And yet ich am no Jewe, | 


Trout. 
Within the facred bible 
We find it written plain, 50 
The 
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Vhe latter days fhould troublefome 
And dangerous be, certaine; 

That we fhould be felflovers, 

~ And charity wax colde; 

Then ’tis not trae religion 5% 
"Phat makes thee grief to holde. 


IcnoR ANCE, 
Chill tell thee my opinion plaine, 
And choul’d that well ye-knewe, 
Ich care not for the bible booke 3 f 
Tis too big to be true. 69 
Our bleffed ladyes pfalter | 
Zhall for my money goes. 
Zaich pretty prayers, as there bee *, 
The bible cannot zhowee | , 


Trurts, 
Nowe haft thon fpoken trulye, 65 
For in that book indeede |. 
No mention of our lady, 
Or Romith faint we read ; 
For by the bleffed Spirit 
That book indited was, : 79 
And not by fimple perfons, 
As was the foolifh maffe, 


5 ‘ 


® Probably alluding to the illuminated Pfaltert, Miffals, See 


Iano. 


208 
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IGNORANCE. 
Cham zure they were not yvoolifhe 
That made the maffe, che trowe; 
Why, mans, ‘tis all in Latine, 
And voo!s no Latine knowe, 
Were not our fathers wife men, 
And they did like it well; 
Who very mach rejoyeed 
Te heare the zacring bell ? 


Truty. 
Bat many kinges and prophets, 
As I may fay to thee, 
Have wiflit the light that you have, 
And could it never fee: 
For what art thou the better 
A Latin fong to heare, 
And underilande®t nothing, 
That they fing in the quiere ? 


Icnorancs. 
O hold thy peace, che pray thee, 
The neife was paffing trim 
To heare the vriers zinging, 
As we did enter in; 
Aod then to zee the rood-loft 
Zo bravely zet with zaints ;—~ 
But now to zee them wandrisg 
My heart with zorrow vaints. 


75 


ge 


$$ 


TRutss 
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TRUrn. 

The Lord did give commandment, 

No image thou fhouldf make, 
Nor that upto idolatry 

You fhould your felf betake: 100 
The golden calf of Hrael 

Mores did therefore ipoile ; 
And Baal’s prieils and temple 

Were brought to utter foile. 


IGNORANCE. 
But our lady of Walfinghaine 106 
Was a pure and holy zaint, 
And many men in pilgrimage 
Did thew to her complaint. 
Yea with zweet Thonias Becket, 
And mary other moe: 11g 
‘The holy maid of Kent * likewife 
Did many wonders zhowe. 


Taure. 

Sneh faints are well agreeing 
Yo your profeffica fure; 

And to the men that made thera 11§ 
So precious and fo pure; 

The one for being a traytoure, 
Met an untimely death ; 

* Ry name Eliz, Barton, executed Apr. tty 1544. Stow, p. $70» 


The 


DoW Ch ON 2) PON 
The other eke for treafon 


z we « hatetut Pretiey 
Did end her hateful brea. 


To xoRaNce. 


tis uo miatter, 


SV FONT 


Pat cure they did much go 
: : ait 
Vould they were with us Aile f 

We had on 


And holy | 
) 


TRUTR. 
And all this while they fed you 


With vain and empty thowe, 


Which never Chrif commanded, 
As learned doors knowe : 
Sanect 


Search then the holy feriptures, 
And thou fhalr plinty fee 
That headlong to damoyation 


They alway trained thee. 


IGNORANCE, 
If ic be true, good vellowe, 
As thou dof zay to mee, 
Unto my heavenly fader 
Alone then will I flees 


rse 


et 
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Believing in the Gofpel, 
And paffion of his zon, 
Aind with the zubtil papiftes 
Ich have for ever done. 


ul. 
THE WANDERING JEW. 


The flory of the Wandering Few ts of confiderable anti- 
guity: it had obtained full credit in this part of the world 
before the year 1228, as we learn from Mat, Paris, For 
in that year, it feems, there came au Aymenian archbifop 
into England, to viftt the Jorines and reliqnes preferved in onr 
churches, who. being entertained at the monaffery of St. Al- 
bans was afeed feveral queftions relating to his country, Cc- 
Among the ref a monk, who fat near him, inquired “* if he 
had ever feen or heard of the fanous perfor named Fofeph, 
that was fo much talked of; who was prefent at our Lord's 
“ crucifixion and converfed with him, and wha was full alive 
% in confirmation . the Chriftian fatth,’ The archbifbop 
anfwered, That the facl was true. And afterwards one of 
his train, who was well known to a fervant of the abbet’s, 
imerpreting his mafter's words, told them in French, * That 
his lord knew the perfon they [poke of very well: that he hal 
dined at bis table but a little while before he left the Eaft: 
that be had been Pontius Pilates porter, by name Cartaphi- 
lus; who, when they were dragging Fefus out of the door of 
the Fudement-hall, firuck him ae is ff? on the back, Jay- 


Ig, 
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ing, “* Go fafter, Fefus, zo fof er; why doft thou linger 2? 
Ujon which Peles Yocked at fiat ee a frowi and fat, 
as ‘4 indeed am going, but thou fhale ee Hill I come” Soon 
after he avas converted, and baptized dy the name of Fo- 
Se bh. He lives for ever, but at the end of every bu sndved 
years falls ints an incurable iNnefs, and at lengta into a fit 
or ccflafy, out of which when he recovers, he returns to the 
fame fiate of youth be was in eaten Jefus fufered, being 
then abost 30 years o age. He remembers all the circum 
frances of the deaih a and refurredticn of Chriff. the faints that 

‘afe with bine, compafing Ff ihe apofiles creed, their 
Y er jeOH see is Aiea? avery grave end 
fan. eae the fubfiane of Matthers Paris's ac- 
coien nt, mario apes bin, elf a imanrt of St, Aibars, and was 
ing at the time when this Armentan archbifhep made the 
above relation. 

Since hes thine Several i impoftors have appeared at intervals 
under the name and charader of the Waxoxrine Jew; 
whofe feveral hiftories may be feen in Calmet’s diftionary of 

the Bikle. See alfo the Turkish Spy py, Mol. LL, Book 3, Let. i. 
Th re fiory that ts copied in she following ballad is of one, who 
appeared at Hamburgh it r547. and pretended he ‘had been a 
Sewifh fbuemaker at the time of Chrifl's a ucifxion—T he 
baliad however Seems to be of later date. Lt is preferved 
iu black letter in tbe Pepys coilection. 


VY HEN as in faire Jerufalem 
Our Saviour Chri did live, 
And for the fins of all the worlde 
{iis own deare life did give ; 
The wicked Jewes with fcotfes and fcornes 5 
Lid dailye him mole, 
That never till be left his life, 
Our Saviour could not ref, 


When 


eA nN 
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When they had crown’d his head with thornes, 
And fcourg’d him to difgrace, 19 
In feornfail fort they led him forthe 
Unto his dying place ; 
Where thoufand thoufands in the ftreete 
Beheld him paffe along, 
Yet not one gentle heart was there, 1S 
That pityed this his wrong. 


Both old and young reviled him, 
As in the flreete he wente, 
And nought he found but churlifh tauntes, 
By every ones confente : 20 
His owne deare croffe he bore himfelfe, . 
A burthen far too great, 
Which made him in the ftreet to fainte, 
With blood and water {fweat. 


Being weary thus, he fought for ref, ag 
To eafe his burthened foule, 
Upon a flone; the which a wreteh 
Did churlifhly controule ; 
And fayd, Awaye, thou king of Jewes, 
Thou flialt nut reft thee here ; ze 
Pafs on; thy execution place 
Thou feei nowe draweth neare, 


And thereupon he thru(t him thence; 
At which our Saviour fayd, 
t 1 fure 
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{ fare will ref, bot thon fhalt walke, 
And have po journey fayed. 
With that this curled fhoemaker, 


x. 
Ye 


For oferiag C 


t this wrong, 
Left wife and children, Houle asd all, 
And went from thence aleng. 


Where after he had Seene the bloudé 
Of Jelus Chrift thus thed, 

And to the crofle his bodye naii’d, 
Awaye with {psed he fled 

Without returning backe againe 
Unie his dwelling place, 

Aod wandred op and downe thé worldé, 
A runnagate molt baie, 


No refling could be finde at all, 
No eafe, nor hearts content ; 
No houfe, nor home, nor biding place: 
Bot wandring forth he went 
From tonne to towne in foreigne landes, 
Wish grieved confvience fill, 
Repenting for the heinous guilt 
Of hia fore-paffed il. 


Thus after forme fewe ages paft 
In wandring up and dawne ; 

He much again detired to fee 
Jerufdems renowne, 


50 


“ae 
“a 


éa 


But 
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But finding it all quite deftroyd, 
He wandred thence with woe, > 

Our Saviours wordes, which he had fpoke, 
To verifie and fhowe. ae we 
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“TH reft, fayd hee, but thou fhalt walke,” 65 
So doth this wandring few 
From place to place, but cannot reft 
For feeing countries newe ; 
Declaring fill the power of bim, 
Whereas he comes or goes, : 79 
And of ail things done in the eaft, 
Since Chrifi his death, he fhowes. 


The world he hath fill compaft round 
And feene thofe nations flrange, 
That heariog of the name of Chrift, 


75 
Their idol gods dee change: 
To whom he hath told wondrous thinges 
Of time forepatl, and gone, 
And to the princes of the worlde 
Declares his canfe of moane: * Bo 


Defiring fill to be diffolv’d, 
And yeild his mortal breath; 
Bat, if the Lord hath thus decreed, 
He fhall not yet fee death. 
For neither lookes he old nor young, ~ 85 
But as he did thofe times, 
Rone. x When 
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When Chrifl did fuffer on the croffe 
For mortal! finners crimes. 


He hath paft through many a foreigne place, 
Arabia, Egypt, Africa, 99 
Grecia, Syria, and great Thrace, 
And throughout all Hung ra. 
Where Paul and Peter preached Chriff, 
Thofe blef apoflles deare ; 
There he hath told cur Saviours wordes, 95 
In countries far, and neare. 


And lately in Bohemia, 
With many a German towne ; 
And now in Flanders, as tis thought, 
He wandreth up and downe: 109 
Where learned men with him conferre : 
Of thofe his lingering dayes, 
And wonder much to heare him tell 
His journeyes, and his wayes. 


Jf people give this Jew an almes, 105 
The moft that he will take 
Is not above a groat a time: 
Which he, for Jefus’ fake, 
Will kindlye give unto the poore, 
And thereof make no fpare, 110 
Affirming ll that Jefus Chritt 
Of him hath dailye care. 
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He ne’er was feene to laugh nor fmile, 
But weepe and make great moane ; 
Lamenting fill his miferies, 1s 
And dayes forepaft and gone: 
If he heare any one blafpheme, 
Or take God’s name in vaine, 
He telles them that they crucifie 
Their Saviour Chrifte againe. 1290- 


If you had feene his death, faith he, 
As thefe asine eyes have done, 
Ten thoufand thoufind times would yee 
His torments think upon: 
And fuffer for his fake all paine ; 126 
Of torments, and all woes. 
The‘e are his wordes and eke his life 
Whereas he comes or goes. 


IV. 
ie hee ie ve ee 
By sin Wautex Raveren, 


—is found ina very fearce mifcellany intitled “* Davifen’s 
“ Poems, or a poeticall Rapfadie divided into fixe bok! 4... 
The 4th imprefiion newly correed and augmented, and 
eu ae « put 
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« gut inte a forme more pleafing to the reader. Lond. 1621s 
“ yzmno2? This poem is reported to bave been written ly 
its celebrated aicthor the night before bis execution, O¢t, 29; 
f be a mifiake, for there were at leaft 
tifon's poems before that time, one in 
ria vecr f. Se that unlefs this poem 
tov in the ath edit. t¢ mul bave beex 
he death of Sir Walter: perhaps it was 
d after bis condenination in 1603. See Oliys's 
Sir WH’, Raleigh, p.173, fol. 


mr OF, foule, the bodies gueft, 
Upon a thankeleffle arrant ; 
Feare uot to touche the beft, 
The trath diall be thy warrant: 
Goe, fisce I needs mult dye, § 
And give the world the lye. 


Goe tell the court, it glowes 
And fhines ke rotten wood ; 
Goe tell the church it fhowes 
What's good, and doth no good: 19 
If church and court reply, 
‘Then give them both the lye. 


Tell potentates they live 
Adting by others actions ; 

Not lov’d unleffe they give, 15 
Not rong but by their faGions 5 


¥ Catalog. of T. Rawlinfon, 1927. 


$ Cat. of Sion ovil, Library, This ts either lof or miflacd. 
If 
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If potentates reply, 
Give potentates the lye. 


Tell men of high condition, 
That rule affairs of ftate, 20 
Their purpofe is ambition, 
Their pradtife onely hate ; 
And if they once reply, 
Then give them all the lye. 


Tell them that brave it moff, a5 
They beg for more by fpending, 
Who in their greateft cot 
Seek nothing but commending ; 
And if they make reply, 
Spare not to give the lye. 30 
Tell zeale, it lacks devotion ; 
Tell love it is but luft; 
Tell time, it is but motion; 
Tell flef, it is but du; 
And with them not reply, 35 
For thou mutt give the lye. 


Tell age, it daily wafteth ; 
Tell honour, how it alters ; 
Tell beauty, how the blafteth; 
Tell favour, how fhe falters; : 40 


xe And 
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And as they fhall reply, 
Give each of them the lye. 


Tell wit, how much it wrengles 
In tickle points of nicenefie; 
Tell wifedeme, fhe entangles 
Herfelfe in over-wiicac fe ; 
And if they do reply, 
Straight give them both the lye. 


Tell phyficke of her boldneffe; 
Tell (id, it is pretenfion ; 
Tell charity of coldnefe ; 
Tell law, ic is contention 3 
And as they yield reply, 
So give them ill the lye. 


Tell fortune of her bindneffe ; 
Tell narure of decay; 
Tell friendibip of unkindneffe ; 
Tell juftice of delay; 
And if they dare reply, 
Then give them all the lye. 


Tellarts, they have no foundneffe, 
But vary by efleen.ing; 

Tell fchooles, they want profoundneffe, 
And ftand too much on feeming: 


$$ 


60 


If 
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Jf arts and ichooles reply, 65 
Give arts and {chooles the lye. 


Tell faich, it’s fled the citie ; 
Tell how the countrey erreth ; 
Tell, manhood flakes off pitie; 
Tell, vertue lealt preferreth: 99 
And, if they doe reply, 
Spare not to give the lye. 


So, when thou haft, as I 
Commanded thee, done blabbing, 
Although to give the lye 
Deferves no lefs than ftabbing, 
Yet itab at thee who will, 
No ftab the foule can kill, 


75 


Vv. 
VERSES BY KING JAMES 1, 


In the firft edition of this book were inferted, by way 
of Jpecimen of bis mazefly’s poetic talents, fome Punning 
Pesfes made on the difputations at Sterling: but it bavin 
been Juggefled to the editor, that the king only gave the 

X 4 quibbling 
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quibsling commendations in profe, and that fome obfeguious 
court-rbymer put them into metre™; it was thought proper 
te exchaige them for two Sonnets of K. James's oun 
com pofition. es was a great verifier, Ge therefore axt 
af the multitude of bis poems we have here fele@ed - TWO, 
which (fo flew eur impartiality) are written In his beft 
and his eworft ma guner. The ite acl not difhonour any 
auriter of that time; the fecond is a mof complete example 


of the Bathes. 


A Sonnuy appressep BY Kino James TO H15 
son Prince Henry? 
from K. Jar 


enorks in folie: Where is alfa printed 
another called b y's n Sonnet; it would per- 

too crueé to infer from thence that this was NOT 
ofiy's OWN Sorter. 


g” * OD gives not kings the file of Geds in vaine, 
¥ For on his throne his fcepter do they fwey: 
And as their fubje€ ts Oug he them to over, 
So outs fhould feare and ferve their God againe. 


If then ye would enjoy a happie reigne, 
Obferve the fatutes of our heavenly king ; 
And from his law make a!l your laws to {pring ; 
Since his lieutenant here ye fhould remaine, 
Rewarde the juft, be fedfaft, true and plaine ; 
Repyeff the proud, maintayning aye the right; 
Walke always fo, 73 ever in wis fight, 


Who gnardes the godly, plaguing the prophane. 


® See a folio intitied “ The Mufes welcome to King Fame,” 
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And fo ye fhall in princely vertues thine, 
Refembling right your mightie king divine. 


A Sonny OCCASIONED BY THE BAD Wey 
WHICH BINDRED THR Sports aT New. 
MARKEY IN January 1616, 


This is pays from Dr: ammond of Hawther aden’s works, 
folio: where alfo may be feen foneverfes of Lord Stivling’s 
upon ae Sonset, which concedes with the fiaeft Anticlimas 
i remember to bave fen, 


YOW cruelly chefe catives do confpire? 
Whae loathfome fove breeds fach a balefal band. 
Betwixt the cankred king of Creta land *, 
‘That melancholy old and angry fire, 


And him, who wont to ens debate and ire 5 
Aine the Romans, when his ports were clos’d } ? 
But now his double face is Mil difpas’d 

Vith Saruro’s help, to freeze us at the fire, 


The earth ore-covered with a theet of fnow, 

R: fufes food to fowl, to bird, and beats 19 
The chilling cold lets every thing to grow, 

And turfeite cattle with a farving featt, 
Curs'd be that love and mought j continue fhort, 
Which kills alf creatures, and doth fpoil our fport.’ 


# Saturn, + Yanur, Te. may ite 


VL K. 
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Wag 
K. JOHN AND THE ABBOT OF CANTERBURY. 


The common popular ballad of Kine Joun AND THE 
annoy een te have been abridged and medevnized about 
the time of Fames L. from one niuch older, intitled, “ Kise 
% Joun Ano tHe Bisxorp op Canraxnury.” Lhe 
Editor's folic M8. contains a copy of this laft, but in tos 
corrupt a flate to be reprinted; it however afforded man 
fines worth reviving, which will be found inferted in ibe 
exfuing fanzas, 

The archrefs of the following quefions and axnfwers bath 
Zeen much admired by our old ballad-makers ; for befdes 
ihe truvo copies above mentioned, there is extant another bale, 
lad on the fame fubjed? (but of no great antiguity or merit), 
intitied, “KiNG OLFREY AND THE Apnor *.” Lafily, 
about the time of the civil wars, when the ery ran 
again? the Bilbeps, fome Puritan awvorked up the fame 
Sfory into a very dideful ditty, to a folema tune, concerning 
“Kine Heaky and a Bisnop,” with this flinging. 

sroral: 


“ Unlearned men hard matters out can find, 
“ When learned bifbops princes eyes do blind.” 


¥ See the colleion of Hift, Ballads, 3 vol. y727. Mr. Wrfe fep» 
foes Ovexgy to de a corruption of ARPARD, in is panphle? cone 
cerning the Waite Hoa.z in Berkfligr, prs, 


The 
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The following is PAE hes Srom an ancient dlack- 
letter copy, to** The tune of Derry down.” 


A ancient flory He tell you anon . Ok 
Of a notable prince, that was called king John; 
And he ruled England with maine and with might, 
For he did great wrong, and maintein’d little right. 


And He tell you a flory, a ftory fo merrye, s 
Concerning the Abbot of Canterbirye ; 


How for his houle-keeping, aad high renowne, 
‘They rode pofle for him to fair London towne. 


Au bundred men, the king did heare fay, 

The abbot kept in his houfe every day ; ts 
And hfty goide chaynes, without any doubt, 

In velvet coates waited the abbot about. 


How now, father abbot, 1 heare it of thee, 

Thou keepett a farre better houfe than mee, 

Aad for thy houfe-keeping and high renowne, 15 
I feare thou work’ft treafon again my crown. 


My Trege, quo’ the abbot, I would it were knowne, 

I never fpend nothing, but what is my owne; 

And { tru, your grace will doe me no deeve, 

For {pending of my owne true-gotten geere. 20 
Yes, 
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Yes, yes, father abbot, thy fault ic is highe, 


And now for the fame thou needed mui dye ; 


For except than canf anfwer me queflions three, 
j } 
Thy head thall be mitten from thy bodies 


And firfi, quo’ the king, when I'm in this flead, 
With my crowne of golde fo faire on my head, 
Among all my liege-men fo noble of birthe, 


he 
oe 


Thou mull tell me to one penny what ] am worthe. 


Secondlye, tell me, without any doubt, 
How foone I may ride the whole world about. 
And at the third quettion thon muft not fhrink, 
But tell me here truly what I do think. 


O, thefe are hard queftions for my fhallow witt, 
Nor I cannot anfwer your grace as yet: 

But of you will give me but three weekes {pace, 
lie do my endeavour to anfwer your grace. 


Now three seeks fpace to thee will I give, 
And that is the longeft time thou haft to live; 
For if thou doft not anfwer my quedicns three, 
‘Thy lands and thy hviggs are forfeit to mee. 


Away rode the abbot all fad at that word, 

And be rode to Cambridge, and Oxenford ; 

Bat never a doctor there was fo wile, 

Yhat could with his learning an aniwer devife. 
= 


49 


Then 
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Then home rode the abbot of comfort fo cold, 45 
And he mett his thepheard a going to fold: 

How now, my lord abbot, you are welcome home ; 
What newes do yeu bring us from good king John? 


Sad newes, fad newes, thepheard, I muf give; 
That Ihave but three days more to live: 50 


For if Ido not anfwer him queflions three, 
My head wil be Gnitten from my bodie. 


The fic is to tell him there in that ftead, 

With his crowne of golde fo fair on his head, 

Ar > ment fo noble of birth, $5 
Yo within one penny of what he ts worth. 


all his H 


The feconde, to tell him, without any doubt, 

How foone he may ride this whole world abouts 

And at the third queftion I muft not fhriake, 

But tell him there truly what he does thinke.” 60 


Now cheare up, fire abbot, did you never hear yet, 
That a fool he may learn a wife man witr? 
i 


And [ll ride to London to aniwere your quarrel. 


cod me horfe, and ferving men, and your apparel, 


Nay frowne not, if it hath bin told unto mee, 63 

Tam like your lordfliip, as ever may bee: 

And if you will bat lend me your gowne, 

There is none fliall knowe us at fair London towne. 
Now 
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Now horfes, and ferving-men thou fhalt have, 

With fumptaous array moft gallant and brave ; 70 
With crozier, and miter, and rochet, and cope, 

Fit to appeare ’fore our fader the pope.” 


Now welcome, fire abbot, the king he did fay, 

Tis well shou’rt come back to keepe thy day ; 

For and if thou cant anfwer my queftions three, 78 
Thy life and thy living both faved fall bee. 


And firft, when thou feeft me here in this ead, 

With my crown of golde fo fair on my head, 

Among all my liege-men fo nuble of birthe, 

Tell me to one penny what Iam worth. 8e 


*¢ For thirty pence our Saivour was fold 

Amoorge the falfe fewes, a2 [ have bin told; 

And twenty nine is the worth of thee, 

For [ thinke, thou art one penny worfer than hee.” 


The king he Jaughed, and fivore by St. Bittel *, $5 
I did not think I had been worth fo littel! 

—Now fecondly tell me, without any doubt, 

How foone I may ride this whole world about, 


** You muft rife with the fun, and ride with the fame, 
Until the rext morning he rifeth againe; go 


e Meaning probably St, Batelps. 
And 
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And then your grace need not make any doubt, 
But in twenty-four hours you'll ride it about.” 


The king he laughed, and fwore by St. Jone, 

I did not think, it could be gone fo foone! 

—Now from the third queftion thou muft nat fhrinke, 
But tell me here truly what 1 do thinke. 9f 


“© Yea, that fhall I do, and make your grace merrys 
You thinke I’m the abbot of Canterbary ; 

But (’m his poor fhepheard, as plain you may fee, 
That am come to beg pardon for him and for mee.” 100 


The king he laughed, and fivore by the maffe, 
Tle make thee lord abbat this day in his place ! 
“ Now naye, my liege, be not in fuch fpeede, 
For alacke I can neither write, ne reade.” 


Four nobles a weeks, then I will give thee, 10§ 
For this merry jeft thou haft fhowne unto mee; 
And tell the old abbot when thou comet home, 


Thou haft brought him a pardon from good king John. 


* & 
* 


VI. YOU 
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Vil. 


YOU MEANER BEAUTIES. 


This litile Sonnet was written dy Sir Henry Worron, 
Knight, on that amiable Princefi, Elizabeth daughter of 
James I. and wife of the Eledtor Falatine, who was chofen 
King of Bobemia, Sept. 5, 1619. The confequences of this 
fatal eleétion are well known: Sir Henry Wotton, who in 
that and the following year was employed in feveral embaffies 
in Germany on bebalf of this unfortunate lady, feemi to bave 
had an uncommon attachment to ber merit and fortunes, for 
be gave away a jeawel worth a thoufand pounds, that was 
prefented to hins by the Emperor, “ becaufe it came from an 
“* enemy to his reyal miftrefs the Queen of Bohemia.” See 
Biog. Britan. 

This fong is printed fron the Reliquia Wottoniana, 
1651, oat Some corrections from an old MS. copy. 


OU meaner beauties of the night, 
That poorly fatisfie our cies 
More by your number, than your light; 
You common people of the tkies, 
What are you when the Moon fhall rife?” 5 


Ye 
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Ye violets that firtt appeare, 
By your pure purple mantles known 

Like the proud virgins of the yeare, 
As if the Spring were all your own 3 - 
What are you when the Rofe is blown? io 


Ye curious chaunters of the wood, 
That warble forth dame Nature’s layes, 
Thinking your paffions underftood 
By your weak accents: what’s your praife, 
When Philomel! her voyce hall raife ? 1S 


So when my miitris thal be feene 
In fweetnefle of her looks and minde 3 
By virtue firft, then choyce a queen; 
Tell me, if the was not defign’d 
‘Th’ eclypfe and glory of her kind? 20 


VIL 
THE OLD AND YOUNG COURTIER, 


This excellent old fong, the fubjeB of which is a compari 
Jon betw.een the manners of the old gentry, as fill fubfiftin, 
in the times of Elizabeth, and the modern refinements Ss 

Vou. UH, x a fedied 
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felled by their fons in the reigns 9 of her fucceffors, is giver, 
svith corveRions,, from an ancient black-letter copy in the 
lh s colled?ien, compared w a another printed among fore 
nijfeellaneous © eras and fongs” in a book intitled, * Le 
mij 
«Prince Pamour,” 1660, 8ve, 
> + 


N old fong made by an aged old pate, 
Ofan old wo: fhipful geatleman, who had a greate 
eftate, 
That kept a brave old houfe at a bountiful rate, 
And an old porter te relieve the poor at his gate; 
Like an old courtier of the queen’s, 
And the queen’s old courtier. 


With an old lady, whof anger one word affwages ; 

They every quarter paid their old fervants their wages, 

And never knew what belong’d to coachmen, feotmen, 
nor pages, 

But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and badges; 
Like an old courtier, &c. 


With an old fudy fill’d fall of learned old books, 
With an old reverend chaplain, you might kaow him 
by his looks. 
With an old buttery hatch worn quite off the hooks, 
And an old kitchen, that maintain’d half a dozen old 
COOKS: 
Like an old courticr, &c. 


With 
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With an old Sail, huagaboutwith pikes, guns, and bows, 


Y 
% 
With old fwords, and bucklers, that had borne many 
farewes blows, 
And an old fize cot, to cover his worflin’s trunk hole, 
Anda cup of old ithorry, co con:fort bis copper nole 5 


Like an vid courtier, &cy 


With a good old fadhion, when Chrifimaffe was come, 


"To éaf in al {ris old ncighbours with bagpipe and drum, 

With good chear enough to furnifh every eld room, 

And oid ed sble to make 2 cat fpeak, dnd ian dumb, 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With anold fleoner, buntfman, and a kennel of hounds, 

That never haxked, nor hunted, but in hie own grounds, 

Who, Use a wile man, kept hiafelf within his own 
bounds, : 

And when he dved Seas very child a thoutad good 


ps Suu 33 3 
Like aa old courtier, &e. 


Rut to h's elded fon bis houfe and Iaad he affien’d, 


will to keep the oid boune’ fill: 
to his “old tenenis, acd to his neighbours 


ing ditty you fall hear howe he was tn- 


ehatd,; 


courtier of the king’s, 


2 


a's young courtiers 


XY 2 Like 
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a2 
Like a Aourithing young ‘gallant, newly come to hit 
land, 
Who keeps a brace of painted madams at his command, 
And takes up a thoufand pound upon his father’s land, 
And gets drunk in a tavern, till he can neither go nov 
fland ; 
hike a young courtier, &c, 


With a new-fangled lady, that is dainty, nice, and {pare, 
Who never knew what belong’d to good Houfe-keeping, 
or care, 
Who buyes gaudy-color’d fans to play with wanton air, 
And feven or eight different drefings of other womens, 
hair; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 


With a new-fafhion’d hell, built where the old one 


ftood, 
Hung round with new pidures, that do the poor no 
good, 
With a fine marble chimney, wherein: burns neither coal 
i nor weod, 


And. a new finooth fhovelboard, whereon neo yidtuals 
never ftood; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 


With a new fudy, ftuft full of pamphlets, and plays, 
And a new chaplain, that {wears fafter than he prays, 


With 
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With a new buttery hatch, that opens once in four or 
five days, 
And a-new French cook, to devife fine kickfhaws, and 
toys ; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 


With a new fafhion, when Chriftmas is drawing on, 
On a new journey to'London ftraight we all mutt begone, 
And leave none to keep houfe, but our new porter John, 
Who relieves the peor with a thump onthe back with 
a flone; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 


‘With a new gentleman-ufher, whofe carriage is com- 
» pleat, 
With a new coachman, footmen, and pages to carry up 
the meat, 
‘With a waiting-gentlewoman, whofe dreffing.is very neat, 
Who when her lady has din’d, lets the fervants not eat; 
Like a young. courtier, &c. 


With new titles of honour bought with his father’s old 
gold, 
Wor which fundry of his anceftors old manors are fold; 
And this is the courfe moft of our new gallants hold, 
Which makes that good houfe-keeping is now grown fo 
cold, 
Among the young.courtiers of the king, 
Or the king’s young courtiers. 


Y¥ 3 1X. SIR 
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TX, 
SR JOUN SUCKLING'’s CAMPAIGNE, 


tif covenanters rofe up in arms, and ad- 
» Forcfers in 162 As many of the cour iter s 
anes f ihe Ring by vaifing. forces at their con expences 
f were more diflingnifhed than the vallant 
j cha raifed a troop of horfe, fa richiy 
ived, thet ut coft him 12,0001. The like expenfive 
ent of other parts of eons », made whe king re- 
that ‘ the Seats peed tet fewtin we avere but for 
nen’s fire cloatis.” (Lh Memorrs.| When 
to action, the rugged Scots ee more thau a 
the fine fhewy Erglifa : many of whom behaved 
ill, and among ibe refb this fplendid troop of Sir 


, 
fey 


gare! 


re. 


afitil has bcen gencrally fuppofed to have 
b Fehr. asa banter upon himfelf. Some 
uh ie ae esperar ter however aitributed it to Sir Sohn 
f hfe times, among whofe poems it is 
‘ellany, ‘titled, “© Bly arnt 
1 or oie BM: fes recreation, containing fevera pieces 
“of poctigue wit, is edition By Sir F. BL, [Str Folin 
& Aknnds| and Fa. &. | Yames Smith.) Lond. 1650, 12m.” 
ee Hood s Athena. 11. 447, 418.) dn that copy ts 
{an additional fan, which probably was written 
dy this Sir Fobn Mennis, vix 


oY prerre al me 


f 


6 Yelfed 


© But 
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But novs there is peace, he’s return’d to increase 


‘* Elis money, which lately he fpent-a, 


“ But his loft honour mufi lye frill in the duft; 


* At Barwick away it went-a.” 


IR John he got him an ambling nag, 
To Scotland for to ride-a, 


With a hundred horfe mere, all his own he fivore, 


To guard him on every fide-a. 


No Errant-knight ever went to fight 
With halfe fo gay a bravada, 


5 


Had you feen but his look, you’ld have fwern on a book, 


Hee’ld have conquer’d a whole armada, 


The ladies ran all to the windows to [ee 
So gallant and warlike a fight-a, 

And as he pafs’d by, they faid with a figh, 
Sir John, why will you go fight-a? 


But he, like a cruel knight, fpurt’d on ; 
His heart would not relent-a, 

For, till he came there, what had he to fear? 
Or why fhould he repent-a? 


The king (God blefs him!) had fingular ed 
Of him and all his troop-a: 


The borderers they, as they met him on the way, 


For joy did hollow, and whoop-a, 
¥4 


10 


us 


29 
None 


328 AN. C-LEQN-T «POE ALS, 


None lik’d him fo well, as his own colonell, 
Who took him for John de Wert-a3 

But when there were fhows of guaning and blows, 
My gallant was nothing fo pert-a. 


For when the Scots army came within fight, 25 
And all prepared to fight-a, 

Hic ran to bis tent, they afk’d what he meant, 
He fwore he muft needs goe fh*te-a, 


The colonel! fent for him back agen, 

‘fo quarter bim in the van-a, 3% 
But Sir John did fwear, he would not come there, 

To be kill’d the very firft man-a, 


To cure his fear, he was fent to the reare, 
Some ten miles back, and miore-a; 
Where Sir John did play at tip and away, 


33 


And neer faw the enemy more-a, 


Fer, 22. Joun pe Wext was a Corman general of great repusas 
tion, aud the terror of the French tn the reisn of Louis XU. Henee bi 
name became pravybial in France, where be qwas called De Vert. Ses 
Payle's Due. 
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x. 
TO ALTHEA FROM PRISON, 


This excellent fonnet, which paffiffed a high degree of fame 
amour the old Cavaliers, was written by Colonel Richard 
Lovelace during his confinement in the gate-houfe Vefiminfler : 
to which he was committed by the Houfe of Commons, in April 
1642, for prefenting a roe from the county of Kent, re- 
guefting then to refore the king to bis rights, and ta fettle 
the government, See Wood's Athene, Fol. II. p. 228, and 
Lyfon’s Environs of London, Vol. I. p. 1093 where may 
be feen at large the affecting flory of this elegant uniter, 
who after having been diftinguifoed for every gallant and 
polite accomplijhment, the pattern of his ewn fex, and the 

arling of the ladies, died in the lows retchednefs, ob- 
ity, and want, in 1658. 

This foug is printed from a fearce volume of his poems in= 
uitled, * Lucafia, 1049, 1200.” collated with a copy in 
the Editor's folie MS. 


V HEN love with unconfined wings 
Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea brings 
To whifper at my grates ; 
When I lye tangled in her haire, g 
And fetter’d with her eye, 
The birds that wanton jn the aire, 
Know no fuch libertye, 
Wher 
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When flowing cups run fwiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our carelefle heads with reles crown'd, 
Our bearts with loyal flames ; 

When tiirily griefe in wine we fleepe, 
When healths and draughts goe free, 


Fé 


the deepe, 


. 
ai \ 
hibsrile. 


When, Hnnet-like, confined I 
With thuiler note fhall Gng 
The mereye, fweetnefs, majeltye, 
And glories of my king; 
When I thal voyce aloud how good 
He is, how great fhould be, 
Ti’ enlarged windes, that curle the flood, 
Know no fueb fbertie. 


tone walis doe nat a prifon make, 
Nor iron barres a cage, 
Mindes, innocent, and quiet, take 
‘That for an hermitage ; 
If | have freedom in my love, 
And in my foule am free, 
Angels alone, that foare above, 


Enjoy fuch libertie, 


t@ 


tS 


29 


ag 


3° 


Fer, 0. with woe-allaying themes. AIS. Fbames is Bere yfed for 
Muster or general, 


XL 
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Xt. 
THE DOWNFALL OF CHARING-CROSS, 


Charing-crofs. as it food Before the civil wars, vas one 
7 thofe beautiful Getic abeltiR« eredted te conf. ugal affedion 

y Edwerd /, wha built fics a one wherever the berfe of 
he beled Fleanor refed in tts way from Lincelufhire to 
Wefiminfler. Bit neither its ornamenial Aiuation, tls heanty 
of its firudlure, nor the noble defign of its eredtion (avhich 
did honour te humanity), could prejerve tt from the merciless 
xcal of the Hones: For, in i64> it was demdifhed by evser 
of the Hoxfe of Commons, as popijh and fuperfitions. This 
eceafaned the following not-unhs morous far reafh on, robich bas 
keen often printed among the popusar fannets of thofé tomes. 

36 be flor referred fe in were aig was stl entered. into 7 


them, 'N. d tee Boag oa F Rich, Chale er ” feed toe 
Suly 5) 1043. Kid. dik. Ox Il. 24. 


U Ndone, undone the lawyers are, 
‘Paey wander about the towne, 
Nor can find the way to Wedininfer, 
Now Churing-crois is downe : 
At the end of the Strand, they make a fland, 
Swearing they are ata lols, i 
And chaffiag fay, that’s not the way, 
They muft go by Charing-ciofs, 
The 
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The parliament to vote it down 
Conceived it very fitting, 

Yor fear it thould fall, and kill them all, 
In the honfe, as they were fitting. 
‘They were told god-wot, it had a plot, 
Which made them fo hard-hearted, 
To give command, it fhould not fland, 

But be taken down and carted. 


1S 


1S 


Men talk of plots, this might have been worfe 


For any thing I know, 

Than that Tomkins, and Chaloner, 
Were hang’d for long agoe. 

Our parliament did that prevent, 
And wifely them defended, 

For plots they will difcover ftill, 
Before they were intended. 


But neither man, woman, nor child, 
Will fay, Vm confident, 

They ever heard it fpeak one word 
Againt the parliament. 

An informer fwore, it letters bore, 
Or elfe it had been freed ; 

Wil take, in troth, my Bible oath, 
Kt could neither write, nor read. 


20. 


39 


The 
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The committee faid, that verily 
To popery it was bent; . 
For ought I know, it might be fo, 38 
For to church it never went. 
What with excife, and fuch device, 
The kingdom dath begin 
To think you'll leave them ne’er a crofs, 
Without doors nor withia, 49 


Methinks the common-counci! fhou’d 
Of it have taken pity, 
*Caufe, good old crofs, it always ftood 
So firmly to the city. 
Since croffes you fo much difdain, 45 
Faith, if ] were as you, 
For fear the king fhould rule again, 
I’d pull down Tiburn too. 


** Whittocke fays, “ May 3, 1643, Cheapfide croft and 
other crojes were veled down,” Se. But this Fete 
avas not pué in exeention with regard.to CHARING Cross 
til four years after, as appears from Lilly’s Obfervations 
on the Life, ie. of K. Charles, wiz. “ Charing-Crofs, we 
6 Ruow, was pulled down, 1647, in June, July, and 
© Auguff. Part of the Stones suxere converted to pave 
“ before Whitehall I have feen Knife-hafts made of 
« fone of the frones, which, being well-polifbed, looked 
ike marble” Ed. 1715, p. 18, 12m70. 

See an Account of the pulling down Cheapfide Croft, in 
the Supplement to Gent. Mag. 1764. 


XI, LOYAL. 


By 


we 
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XU. 
LOYALTY CONFINED. 


“ 5 of thaje that fufi 
Load, 1668, fol. p. 96. 

of awe perf: 
and was fil leving with no of 

7 he: F “ o ond : 

of having juflered. Tie author's name 
xt, if tradition may be credite 
Sir KoGxe 
are correded : 
oe HG 


Ge 
§* Poems, 1093, 


ROG. 


tee tot ie) 
reward idan 


ollerg, or 


1278. 


EAT op, proud billows; Boreas blew; 
ot 
Swell, curled waves, high as Jove’s roof; 
Your incivility doth fhow, 
‘That innocence is teapeft proof; 
Though furly N ieue flown, my thoughts are calms 
o > a 3 
Then flrke, Afliistion, for thy wounds are balm. 
> 3 y : 


That which the world mifecalls a 
A private colet is to me: 
Whit a good confcience is my bai, 
And innocence my liberty: 19 


Locks, hars, ad folitude, together met, 
Make me no prifoner, but an aachoret. 
6 : Y, whilf 
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J, whilft I witht to be retir’d, 
Into this private room was turn’d; 
As if their wifdoms had confpir’d 16 
The falamander fhould be burn’d 3 
Or like thefe fophifts, that would drown a fifl, 
lam conttrain’d to fuffer whac I with. 


The cynick loves his poverty ; 
The pelican her wildernefs ; 20 
And ‘tis the Indian's pride to be 
Naked on frozen Caucafus: 
Contentment cannot fart, Stoicks we fee 
Make torments cafic to their apathy. 


Thefe manacies upen my arm cE 
I, as my miftreis’ favours, wear; 
And for to keep my ancles warm, 
{ have tome iron fhackles there: 
Thefe walls are but my gartifon; this cell, 
Which mien cai! jail, doth prove my citadel, 39 


I'm in the cabinet lockt up, 
Like fome high-prized margarite, 
Or, like the great mogul or pope, 
Am cloyfter’d up fron publick fight: 
Retiredneds is a piece of majety, 36 
And thus, proud fultan, I'm as great as thee. 


Here 
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Here fin for want of food muft ftarve; 
Where tempting objects are not feen ; 
Atid thefe ftrong walls do only ferve 
To keep vice out, and keep me ins 40 
Malice of late’s grown charitable fure, 
V’m not cominitied, but am kept fecure. 


So he that flruck at Jafon’s life *, 
Thinking t' have made his purpofe fure, 
Ly a malicious friendly knife 48 
Did only wound him to a cure: 
Malice, 1 fee, wants wit; for what is meant 
Mifchief, oft-times proves favour by th’ event. 


When once my prince affiion hath, 
Profperity doth treafon feem ; 59 
And to make fmooth fo rough a path, 
J can learn patience from hin: 
Now not to fuffer fhews no loyal heart, 
When kings want eafe fubjects muft bear a part. 


What theigh I cannot fee my king Re 
Neither in perfon or in coin; 

Yet contemplation is a thing 
That renders what J have not, mine: 


& See this remarkalle fyry in Creero de Nat. Deorum,  Libi 3, 0 28. 
Cie. de Offic. Lib. ¥y «. 303 fee alfo Val, Max. 1. 8, 


My 
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My king from me what adamant can part, 
Whom I do wear engraven on my heart? &e 


Have you not feen the nightingale, 
A prifoner like, coopt in a cage, 
How doth fhe chaunt her wonted tale 
In that her narrow hermitage ? 
Even then her charming melody doth prove, bs 
That all her bars are trees, her cage a grove. 


Tam that bird, whom they combine 
Thus to deprive of liberty ; 
But though they do my corps confine, 
Yet maugre hate, my foul is free: res 
And though immur’d, yet can I chirp, and fing 
Difgrace to rebels, glory to my king. 


My foul is free, as ambient air, 
Although my bafer part's immew’d, 
Whilft loyal thoughts do fill repair 7 
T’ accompany my folitude s 
Although rebellion do my body binde, 
My king alone can captivate my minde. 


Vorelin as fo XIIL VERSES 
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XU. 
VERSES BY K. CHARLES IS 


lex, 
sok vf (in 1645 4 
PIMORTONS bue ther YE are 
e, and a flrein of 


Reyal and Noble Ue bors, 


Duke of Hamilion,” p. 37% 
S elegy, which he tells us he 
ted on the Ling at the time 
ed it ont fom “the original, 
ZAFESTY IN UTS ‘ERY: OR 
ORATION TO THE KING OF KINGS.* 


“AN IMPL 


cl esh vemorked of thefe flanzas, * that the truth of 
cutiment, ratoer then the elegance of the exprefiion, 
ees thant very pathetic.” See his nif, 176%, 4 
Phe 4320 142. wohich is no bad comment upen them. 
— J ivfe ie alingft the only venfes known of Charlers com- 
poftticn. Le daliutle Poem On A CUIET Consctenci, 

inted in the beeticad Calendar, 1762, val VIL, is atiri- 
to K. Cuannus ts being reprinted from a@ thin deo. 
? by Nahum Tate, celied Mifeelianea Sacra, or 
P ems on Divine and Moral Subjedis.” 


Reat monarch of the world, fromshofe power fprings 
The potency and power of kings, 
Record the royal woe my iuffering fings; 
4 ; And 
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And teach my tongue, that ever did confine 
Its faculties in truth’s feraphick line, 
‘To track the treafons of thy foes and mine. 


Nature and law, by thy divine decree, 
(The only root ef righteous royaltie) 
With this dim diadem inveiled me: 


With it, the facred fcepter, purple robe, 
The holy unction, and the royal globe: 
Yet am I leveil’d with the life of Job. 


The fiercet furies, that do daily tread 
Upon my grief, my grey difcrowned head, 
Are thofe that owe my bounty for their bread. 


They rsife a war, and chriften it THE CAUSE, 
While facrilegious hands have beil applaufe, 
Plunder aud murder are the kingdom’s laws ; 


Tyranny bears the title of taxation, 
Revenge and robbery are reformation, 
Oppretlion gains the name of fequeftration. 


My loyal fubje&s, who in this bad feafon 
Attend me (by the law of God and reafon), 
They dare impeach, and punifh for high treafon. 


Z2 
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Next at the clergy do their furies frown, 25 
Pious epifeopacy muft go down, 
They will deftroy the crofier and the crown. 


Churehmen are chain’d, and fchifmaticks are freed, 
Mechanicks preach, and holy fathers bleed, 
The crown is crucified with the creed. 30 


The church of England doth all faions fofter, 
The pulpit is unfurpe by each impoftor, 


Extempore excludes the Paternaffer. 


The Prefbyter, and Tadependent feed 
Springs with broad blades. T’o make religion bleed 3¢ 
Herod and Pontius Pilate are agreed, 


The corner flone’s mifplac’d by every pavier s 
With fuch a bloody method and behaviour 
Their anceflors did crucifie our Saviour. 


My royal confort, from whofe fruitful womb 4@ 
So many princes legally have come, 
Is fore’d in pilgrimage to feck a tomb. 


Great Britain’s heir is forced into France, 
Whilft on his father’s head his foes advance; 
Poor child! he weepa out his inheritance. 45 


With 
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With my own power my majefly they wound, 
In the king’s name the king himfelf’s un¢rown’d ; 
So doth the duft deftroy the diamond, 


With propofitions daily they enchant 
My people's ears, fuch as do reafon daunt, go 
And the Almighty will sot let me grant. 


They promife to ere& my royal flem, 
To make me great, U advance my diadem, 
If I will fir fall down, and worfhip them! 


But for refufal they devour my thrones, 5S 
Diftrefs my children, and deftroy my bones ; 
I fear they'll force me to make bread of ftones, 


My life they prize at fuch a flender rate, 
That in my abfence they draw bills of hate, 
To prove the king a traytor to the ftate. 6a 


Felons obtain more privilege than I, 
They are allow’d to anfwer ere they die; 
*Tis death for me to afk the reafon, why. 


But, facred Saviour, with thy words I woo 
Thee to forgive, and not be bitter to 6s 
Such, as thou know’ft do not krow what they do. 


Z 3 For 
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For fince they from their lord are fo disjointed, 
As to contemn thofe edits he appointed, 
How can they prize the power of his anointed? 


Augment my patience, nullifle my hate, 70 
Preierve my ifue, and in{pire my mate, 
Yet, though we perifh, puass rH1s CHURCH AndSTATR. 


XIV. 
THESALE or REBELLIOUS HOUSHOLD-STUPF. 


This farcaftic exultation of triumphant loyalty, is printed 
from an old black-letter copy in the Pepys collediton, cor- 
redled by taco others, one of which is preferved in ** A choice 
collection of 120 loyal fongs, Ec.” 1034, 12me—To the 
tine of Old Simon the king 


| Pe ret hath broken up houfe, 
And hath Jeft me old lumber to fell; 
Come hither, and take your choice, 
I'll promife to ufe you well: 
Will you buy the old {peaker’s chair ? 5 
Which was warm and ealie to fit in, 
And oft hath been clean’d I declaie, 
When as it was fouler than fitting. 
Says old Simon the king, &e. 


Wil 
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Will vou buy any bacou-flitches, 
The fatteit, thar ever were {pent ? 
They’re the fides of the old committees, 
Fed up in the long parliameat. 
Here's a pair of bellows, and tongs, 
And for a {mali matter Vi ell ye ’um ; 
They ave nade of the prefbyters lings, 
‘Lo blow up the caale of rebellion, 


Says old Staion, &c. 


Thad thought to have given them once 
To fome black-fmith for his forge ; 
But now I have confidered on’s, 


They are confecrate to the church: 


So PH give them unto fome gnire, 
YPkey will make the big organs roar, 
And tre little pipes to fqueeke higher, 
Than ever they could before. 
Says old Simon, &c, 


Here’s a conple of ftools for fale, 

One’s quare, and Vother is round ; 
Betwixt them both the tail 

Of the Rume fell down to the ground. 
Will you buy the ftates council-table, 


Which was made of the good waia Scot? 


The frame was a tottering Babel 
Jo uphold the Indspendent plot, 
Says old Simon, &c, 


“4 
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Here’s the beefom of Reformation, 

Which fhould have made clean the floor, 
But it fwept the wealth out of the nation, 

And left us dirt good ftore. 4a 
Will you buy the flates {fpinning-wheel, 

Which {pun for the ropers trade ? 
But better it had flood fill, 

For now it has {pun a fair thread, 

Says old Simon, &c. 4s 


Here’s a glyfler-pipe well try’d, 
Which was made of a butcher’s ftump *, 
And has been fafely apply’d, 
To cure the colds of the rump. 
Here’s a lump of Pilgrims-Salve, 50 
Which once was a juftice of peace, 
Who Noll and the Devil did ferve ; 
But now it is come to this. 
Says old Simon, &c. 


Here’s a roll of the flates tobacco, 55 
If any good fellow will take it ; 

No Virginia had e’er fuch a fmack-o, 
And J'll tell you how they did make it: 


® Alluding probably to Major-General Harvifon a butcher's fon, 


who afffied Camwell in turning out the long parliament, ctpril 20, 
£653. 


Tis 
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*Tis th’ Engagement, and Covenant cookt 
Up with the Abjuration oath ; 
And many of them, that have took’t, 
Complain it was foul in the mouth, 
Says old Simon, &c. 


Yet the afhes may happily ferve 
To cure the feab of the nation, 
Whene’er ’t has an itch to fwerve 
Yo Rebellion by innovation. 
A Lanthorn here is to be bought, 
‘ The like was fearce ever gotten, 
For many plots it has found out 
Before they ever were thought on. 
Says old Simon, &c, 


Will you buy the rum»’s great faddle, 
With which it jocky’d the nation ? 
And here is the bitt, and the bridle, 
And curb of Diffimulation ; 
And here’s the tronk-hofe of the rump, 
And their fair diffembling cloak, 
And a Prefbyterian jump, 
With au Independent fmock, 
Says old Simon, &c. 


Will you buy a Confcience oft tum’d, 
Which ferv’d the high-court of juttice, 

And ftretch’d ustil England it mourn’d: 
But Hell will buy that if the wort is, 


345. 
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Se 
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Here’s 
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Here’s Joan Cromwell's kitching-Quf tub, 

Wherein is the fat of the Rump 

Vith which old Nol’s horns fhe did rob, 


TS, 


When he was cot drunk with falfe bunipers. 
Says old Simon, &o. go 


Here’s the purf of the public Sih; 


Here’s the aiocdel of the Sear 
3 


When the oid wives upen their 


Lent thi 3 to ruine the fa 
Here’s Dick Cromwell’s Projecta: fhin, 95 
And here are Lambert’s conunithons, 
And here is Hugh Peters nis ferip 
Cramay’d with the tumultuous Petitions. 
Says old Simeon, &c, 


And here are old Noll’s brewing velo! 169 
are his dray, and his flings 
vion’s awl, and his briftics; 
other odd things : 
And what is the price doth belong 
: patters before ye? Os 


for an old foag, 


And fo Ido end my ftory. 
Says old Simon, &c, 


Ferina, 102. 6 zt er year 
fag frac: gt I 3 Col, le wafer a fald to have 


eohir. 
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XV. 
THE BAFFLED KNIGHT, or LADY’s POLICY, 


i fome correétions) from a MS. copy, and col- 


jute ones in Rowman charadier in whe Pepys 


fy HERE was a knight was drunk with wine, 
A Ae riding along the way, firs 

And there he uiet with a lady fine, 
Asivng the cocks of hay, fir. 


Hyon and I, O lady faire, 5 
Among the grafs lye down-as 

And i will have a fpectal care 
OF rumpling of your gowne-a, 


Upon the grafs there is a dewe, 

Will fpoil my damafk gowne, firs 1@ 
Aly gowne, and kirtle they are newe, 

And cof me many a crowne, fir. 


t have a cloak of fcarlet red, 
Upon the ground Pil thrawe it; 

‘Yhen, lady faire, come lay thy head ; 5 
We'll play, and none fhull knowe it. 


O yonder 
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O yonder flands my feed fo free 
Among the cocks of hay, fir; 

And if the pinner fhould chance to fee, 
He'll take my fteed away, fir. 


Upon my finger I have a ring, 
Its made of fineft gold-a; 

And, lady, it thy fteed fhall bring 
Out of the pinner’s fold-a. 


O go with me to my father’s hall; 
Fair chambers there are three, fir: 

And you fhall have the beft of all, 
And Vil your chamberlaine bee, fire 


He mounted himfelf on his fteed fo tall, 
And her on her dapple gray, firs 

And there they rode to her father’s hall, 
Faft pricking along the way, fir. 


To her father’s hall they arrived ftrait ; 
*Twas moated round about-a; 

She flipped herfelf within the gate, 
And lockt the knight without-a. 


Here is a filver penny to fpend, 

And take it for your pain, fir s 
And two of my father’s men I'll fend 
To wait on you back again, fir. 

§ 
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He from his fcabbard drew his brand, 
And wiped it upon his fleeve-a: 

And curfed, he faid, be every man, 
‘That will a maid believe-a! 


She drew a bodkin from her haire, a 
And whip’d it upon her gown-a; 

And curs’d be every maiden faire, 
That will with men lye down-a! 


A herb there is, that lowly grows, 

And fome do call it rue, fir: te 
The fimalleft dunghill cock that crows, 

Would make a capon of you, fir. 


A flower there is, that fhineth bright, 
Some call it mary-gold-a: 

He that wold not when he might, Lt3 
He fhall not when he wold-a. 


The knight was riding another day, 
With cloak and hat and feather ; 
He met again with that lady gay, 
Who was angling in the river. 60 


Now, lady faire, I’ve met with you, 
You fhall no more efcape me; 
Remember, how not long agoe 
You falfely did intrap me. 
The 
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The lady blefied fcarlet red, 65 
And trembied at the frangers 

How fhall [ guard my maidenhead 
From this epproaching danger ? 


He from his faddle down did light, 

Jn all his riche attyer ; 7? 
And cryed, As | ama noble knight, 

I do thy charms admyer. 
He toak the lady by the hand, 
Who feemingly contented ; 


And would no more diipating fland : 75 
She had a plot invented. 


Looke yonder, good fir knight, I pray, 
Methinks 1 now difcover 
A riding upon bis dapple gray, 
My fornier condant lovers 80 


On tip-toe peering flood the knight, 
Faft by the rivers brink-a; 

The lady pufht with all her might: 
Sir knight, now fim or fink-a. 


O’er head and ears he plunged in, $5 
The bottom faire he founded ; 
Thee riling up, he cried amain, 
Help, helpe, or elf I'm drownded ! 
Now, 
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Now, fare-you-well, fir knight, adieu! 

You fee what comes of fooling : 98 
That is the fitteft place for yous 

Your courage wanted cooling. 


Ere many days, in her fathers park, 
Ju at the clofe of eve-a, 

Again fhe met with her angry fparke ; 95 . 
Which made this lady grieve-a. 


Falfe lady, here thoa’rt in my my powre, 
And no ane vow can hear thee: : 
And thou fliait forely rae the hour, 


That eer thou dar’dit to jeer me. Ise 


I pray, fir knight, be not fo warm 

With a young filly maid-as . 
I vow and Ywear [ thought no harm, 

*fwas a gentle jett I playd-a. 


je8, in foothe! he cry’d, . 19 
e sue in aud leave mee 


wa 


A gentle 
To tumbi 

What if d had in the river dy’d?—— 
‘That fetch will not deceive me. 


Once mere I'll pardon thee this day, 
Tho’ injae’d out of meafure ; 119 
But then prepare without delay 
To yield thee to my pleafure. 
Well 
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We'll then, if I mut grant your fuit, 

Yet think of your boots and fpurs, firs 
Let me pull off both fpur and boot, 

Or elfe you cannot ftir, fir. 


He fet him down upon the grais, 
And bege’d her kind affitance : 
Now, finiling thought this lovely lafa, 
Vi make you keep your diftance. 


Then pulling off his boots half-way ; 
Sir knight, now I’m your betters; 
You fhall not make of me your prey ; 

Sit there like a knave in fetters. 


The knight when the had ferved foe, 
He fretted, fum'd, and grumbled ¢ 

For he could neither ftand nor goe, 
But like a cripple tumbled. 


Farewell, fir knight, the clock firikes ten, 
Yet do not move nor flir, fir: 

Til fend you my father’s ferving men, 
To pull off your boots and fpurs, fir, 


This merry je you muf excule, 
You are but a flinglefs nettle ; 

You’d never haye ftood for boots or fhoes, 
Had you been a man of mettle. 


Brg 


oe 
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All night in grievous rage he lay, 
Rolling upon the plainga ; 
Next morning a fhepherd pat that way, 
Who fet him right again-a, 14@ 


Then mounting upon his fleed fo tall, 
By hill and dale he fwore-a: 

Pll ride at once to her father’s hall; 
She fhall efcape no more-a. 


Pil take her father by the beard, 146 
Wil challenge all her kindred ; 

Each daftard foul fhall fland affeard ; 
My wrath fhall no more be hindred. 


He rode unto her father’s houfe, 

Which every fide was moated: 160 
The lady heard his furious vows, 

And all his vengeance noted. 


Thought thee, fir knight, to quench your rage, 
Once more I will endeavour: 

This water fhall your fury "fwage, 1S§ 
Or elfe it fhall burn for ever. 


Then faining penitence and feare, 
She did invite a parley: 
Sir knight, if yowll forgive me heare, 
Henceforth I'll love you dearly. 16a 
Vor. I Aa My 
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My father he is now from home, 
And I am all alone, fir: 

"Therefore a-crofs the water come ; 
And Lam ail your own, fir. 


Falfe maid, thou cant no more deceive: 16 
Ifcorn the treacherous bait-a: 

If thou would’ have me thee believe, 
Now open me the gate-a. 


uot, 


The bridge is drawn, the gate is barr’d, 

My father he has the keys, fir, 17 
But Ll have for my love prepar’d 

A fhorter way and eafier. 


Over the moate I’ve laid a plank 
Full feventeen fect in meafure: 

Then ep a-crofs to the other bank, 175 
And there we'll take our pleafure. 


Thefe words the had no fooner {poke, 
But itrait he came tripping over: 
‘The plank twas faw’d, it {napping broke; 
And {fous’d the unhappy lover, a 180 
®& 
* 
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XVI. 
WHY SO PALE? 


From Sir Fohn Suckling’s Poems. This fprightly knight 
was born in 1913, and cut off by a fever about the 29th 
year of his aze. See above, Sing IX, of this Book. 


HY fo pale and wan, fond lover? 
Prethee, why fo pale? 
Will, when looking well can’t move her, 
Looking ilf prevail? 
Prethee why fo pale? 5 


Why fo dull and mute, young finner? 
Prethee why fo mute? 
Will, when fpeaking well can’t win her, 
Saving nothing doe’t? 
Prethee why fo mute? 1d 


Quit, quit for fhame; this will not move, 
This cannot take her; 
If of herfelf the will not foye, 
Nothing can make her.. ‘ 
The devil take her! x5 


Aaz AVI. OLD 
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XVI. 


OLD TOM OF BEDLAM, 


MAb SONG THE FIRST. 


It is worth attention, that the Englift have more fongs 
and ballads on the fubjed? of maduefs, than any of their 
neighbours, Whether there be any truck inthe fufinuation, 
that ewe are mere liable to this calamity than ather nations, 
or that our native gloomine/s hath peculiarly recommended 
Subjects of this caf to our writers; we certainly do not find 
the fame in the printed collections of French, Italian 
Songs, &&e, 

Out of a much larger quantity, we have feledted half a 
dexen MAD SONGS for thefe volumes. The three firf ave 
originals in their refoedlive kinds; the merit of the three lat 
is chiefly that of imitation, They were written at confider. 
able intervals of time; but we have here grouped them toge~ 
ther, that the reader may the better examine thetr compa~ 
ratrve merits, He may confider them as fo many trials of 
Srill in a very peculiar fubjet as the conteft of fo many ri- 
vals ta fhoot tx the bow of Ulyffer. The two fir were pro- 
bably written about the beginning of the laff century the 
third about the middle of it; the fourth and fixth tewards 
the end; and the fifth within this prefent century. 

This is given from the Editor's folio MS compared with 
twvo or three old printed cepies —With regara te the author 
of this old rhapfody, in Walten’s Compleat Angler, cap. 3, is 

a fog 
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# fong in praife of angling, which the autbor Jays was made 
at his reque? “ by Mr, Witiram Basse, one thar has 
“* nade the choice fongs of the HUNTER IN HIS CARBER, 
“and of Tom oF BEDLAM, and many others of note,” 
p. 84. See Sir Joun Hawxtins’s curious Edition, &vo. 
of that excellent old Book, 


ORTH from my fad and darkfome cell, 
Or from the deepe abyffe of hell, 
Mad Tom is come into the world againe 
To fee if he can cure his dilempered braine. 


Feares and cares opprefle my foule; § 
Harke, howe the angrye Fureys houle! 
Pluto laughes, and Proferpine is gladd 
To fee poore naked Tom of Bedlam madd. 


Through the world I wander night and day 

To feeke my ftraggling fenfes, 10 
In an angrye moode I mett old Time, 

With his pentarchye of tenfes: 


When me he fpyed, 
Away he hyed, 
For time will tay for no man: Pies 
In vaine with cryes 
I rent the fkyes, 
For pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortlefs Ilye: 
Helpe, oh helpe! or elfe I dye! 20 
Aaj Harke! 
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Harke! I heare Apollo’s teame, 
The carman ’gins to whittle; 

Chaft Diana bends her bowe, 
The boare begins to briftle. 


Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackles, 
Te knocke off my troublefome fhackles; 

Bid Charies make 
To fetch me siy fentes againe, 


ready his waine 


Fea] 
x 
be 
oe 
3 
oS 
om 
= 
oe 
ped 
te 
ters 


he dog-flar bark ; 
Mars met Venus in the darke ; 
Limping Vulean het <n iron barr, 

And furiouflye made at the god of war: 


Mars with jis weapon laid about, 
But Vulcan’s temples had the gout, 
For his broad horns did fo hang in his light, 
He lt not {cc to aim his blowes aright: 


Mereurye the nimble pot of heaven, 
Stood fill to fee the quarrel 5 

Gorrel-bellyed Bacchus, gyant-like, 
Befiryd a firong-beere barrell. 


To mee he dranke, 
1 did him thanke, 
But] could get no cyder s 


3a 


3§ 


49 


He 
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He dranke whole butts 
Tul he burf his gutts, 45 
But mine were ne'er the wyder. 


Poore naked Tom is very dryes 
A litule drinke for charitye! 


Yarke, T hear Adteon’s horne! 

The huatfmen whoop and hallowe: i) 
Ringwood, Royiter, Bowman, Jowler, 

All the chafe do followe. 


The man in the moone drinkes clarret, 

Eates powder’d beef, turnip, and carret, 

But a cup of old Malaga fack gs 
WH fire the buthe at his backe. 


XVUOTI 
THE DISTRACTED PURITAN, 


Map 8onG THE SECOND, 


~—was writter about the beginning of the feventeenth cen- 
tury by the witty bifoop Corbet, and ts printed from the 3d 
edition of bis Poems, 12mo. 1672, compared with a more 
ancient copy in the Edgor’s folto MS. 


Aa 4 AM 
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M I mad, O noble Feftus, 
When zeal and godly knowledge 
Have put me in hope 
To deal with the pope, 
As well as the bef in the college? 5 
Boldly T preach, hate a crofs, hate a furplice, 
Mitres, copes, and rochets ; 
Come hear me pray ning times a day, 
And fill your heads with crochets. 


Tn the houfe of pure Emanuel * 10 
Lhad my education, 
Where my friends furmife 
1 ¢-zel’d my eves 
With the ight of revelation. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


‘They bound me like a bediam, rs 
They lafi’d iny four poor quarters 3 
Whilf this Dendure, 
Faith makes me fure 
To be one of Foxes martyrs. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


Thefe injuries I foffer 26 
Through antichrift’s perfwafion: 


® Emanuel college Cambridge was sriginally a feminary of Puritans, 


Take 
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Take off this chain, 
Neither Rome nor Spain 
Can refift my ftrong invafion. 

Boldly { preach, &c. 


Of the beaf’s ten horns (God blefs us !) 
T have knock’d off three already ; 
If they let me aione 
Vil leave him none: 
But they fay I am too heady. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


When I fack’d the feven-hill’d city, 
I met the great red dragon ; 
I kept him aloof 
With the armour of proof, - 
Though here I have never a rag on. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


With a fiery fword and target, 
‘There fought 1 with this monfler: 
But the fons of pride 
My zeal deride, 
And all my deeds mifconfter, 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


I un-hors’d the Whore of Babel, 
With the lance of Infpiration ; 
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I made 
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imade her fink, 
And fpill the drink 
In ber cup of abomination. 
Boidiy I preach, &c. 


T have feen two in a vifion 45 
Wits a fying beck * beoween them. 
I! 
Five times 2 a yar, 
And been curd by reading Greenham 4. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


hn defpur 


I obferv’d in Perkin’s table 
The bisck Hne of damnation 
Thofe crooked veins 
So fluck jn my brains, 
That 1 fear’d my reprobation, 
Boldly I preach, &c, 


§90 


Cate iced expofition of Leeb ch. v. ver. r3 2%, 
d permit, ome might fap of it aimed at one 
ve exthrufiafiy awbife ifs may be feen in Wood's atten, 
He awn: author of a bwh, tatitled, © The Fery Fi 
sflewards publifed a Recunis atin, part of avhofe t fle iy 
ing Reif's Ii clipe,” Ee. 
1605, particularly the tra& fntitled, 
cenfars far an apiteted Cos fenees 
i Sve Rotors ashy fol 1616, Vol E ports where is @ larga 
half frect fe fy containing, © ff furs ty, or table, destaring the wae 
* of the coufes of fukvation and damnation, Ge" Ue pedigree of dumna- 
sion being dipinzuified by a broad black rig-mag line, 


5 ee yaeee3 fo 
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In the holy tongue of Canaan 55 
I plac’d my chiefeft pleafure: 
THl T prick’d my foot 
With an Hebrew root, 
That I bled beyond all meafure, 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


I appear’d before the archbifiop *, be 
And ail the high commiffion 5 
T gave him no grace, 
But told him to his face, 
That he favour’d fuperftition. 
Boldly I preach, hate a crofs, hate a furplice, 
Mitres, copes, and rochets : 6&6 
Come hear me pray nine times a day, 
And fill your heads with crotchets, 


* dip. Laud. 


XIX. THE 
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THE LUNATLIOC LOVER, 


Map sono TRE THIRD 


pe king 
And bre 


See how the pale moon does walle, 


And yof sow ts ia the wane. 
Come, you 


And rev 


as, with all your charms, ¢ 


eHChes away, 
And bug me cofe in your arms; 
To you my refpects PN pay. 


IH court you, and think you fair, 

Since fave does difrag my brain s 9 
Jil go, PN wed the nightmare, 

And kis her, and kifs her again : 


8 But 


Huge 
WH 
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But if fhe prove peevifh and proud, 
Then, a pife on her love! let ber go; 
"Il feek me a winding fhroud, . 1S 
And down to the fhades below, 


A lunacy fad I endure, 
Since reafon departs away ; 
I call to thofe hags for a cure 
As knowing not what I fay. 20 
The beauty, whom I do adore, 
Now fights me with feorn and difdain ; 
I never fall fee her mores 
Ah! bow fhall I bear my pain! 


Tramble, and range about ag 
Yo find out ay charming faint; 
While fie at my grief does flout, 
And fmtes at my loud complaint. 
Diitraction I fee is my doom, 
Of this Lam now too fure ; 


8 


A rival is got in my room, 
While turments I do endure. 


Strange fancies do fill my head, 
Whi'e wandering in deipair, 

J am to the defaris lead, 35 
Expecting to find her there. 


Methinks 
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Methinks in a fpangied cloud 
I fee her enthroned on high ; 
Then to her { crie aloud, 
And labour to reach the fhy. 


When thus I have raved awhile, 
Aod wearyed myfelf in vain, 
T lye on the barren foil, 
And bitterly do complain. 
THI flumber hath quieted me, 
In forrow T figh and weep; 
The clouds are my ccnopy 
To cover me while I fleep. 


I dream that my charming fair 
Ts then in my rival’s bed, 
Whofe trefles of golden hair 
Are on the fair pillow befpread. 
Then this doth my paffiond inflame, 
I fart, and no longer can lie: 
Ah! Sylvia, art thou not to blame 
To ruin a lover? I cry. 


Grim king of the ghofs, be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 

My languifhing life to you 
A tribute I freely pay. 


4s 


§8 
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To the elyfian fhades I poft 

In hopes to be freed from care, 
Where many a bleeding ghok 

Is hovering in the air. 


XX. 
THE LADY DISTRACTED WITH LOVE, 


Mad s0NG THE FOURTH, 


awas originally fung in one of Tom Dua re y's conse 
dies of Don Quixore adied in 1694 and 1690; and prodadly 
conpofed by hunfelf. In the feveral Banxas, the axthor re- 
prefents his preity Mad-women as 1. faddenly mad: 2. mirth- 
filly mad: 3, melancholy. mad: 4 faataifically mad: and 
ceflark mad. Roth this, aad Num®X X11. ave printed from 


D'urfey's ** Pulls to purge Melancholy,’ 1919, vol J. 


Ro" rofie bowers, where fleeps the god of love, 
Hither ye litde wanton cupils fy; 
‘Teach me in {oft melodious trains to move 
With tender pafion my heart’s daiug joy: 
Ab! let the foul of mulick tune my voice, is 
“Po win dear Strephon, whe my foul gnjoye. 
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Or, if more influencing 
Is to be brifk and airy, 

With a flep and a bound, 

With a frifk from the ground, Ig 
VU trip like any fairy. 


As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celettial bodies s 

With an air, and a face, 

And a fhape, and a grace, rg 
Vil charm, like beauty'’s goddefs, 


Ah! ’tis in vain ! ’tis all, *tis all in vain! 
Death and defpair niuft end the fatal pain: 
Cold, cold defpair, difguis’d like fnow and rain, 
Falls on my breaft; bleak winds in tempetts blow; 20 
My veins ail fiver, and my fingers glow: 
My poulfe beats a dead march for loft repofe, 

Aad to a folid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. 


Cr fay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 

Shall I thaw myfelf, and drown 25 
Among the foaming billows ? 

Increating all with tears 1 thed, 
Oa beds of ooze, and cry tal pillows, 

Lay down, lay down my lovefick head ? 


No, no, Pil frait run mad, mad, mad, CY 
‘That foon my heart will warm; 
Whe 
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When once the fenfe is fled, is fied, 
Love has no powet to charm: 
Wild thro’ the woods Dil fy, I'll fy, 
Robes, locks fall thus--—be tore! a§ 
A thoufand, thoufuad times I'll dye 
Ere thus, thus, in vainy—~ere thus in vain adores 


XXL 
THE DISTRACTED LOVER, 


Mab SONG THE PIFTH, 


nw—awas written by Uenry Carsy, a celebrated compefer 
of Mufic at the beginning of this century, and author of 
Jfeveral little Theatrical Entertainments, which the reader 
may find enumerated in the Companion to the Play-honfe.” 
ie. The fprighilinefs of this Song fler’s fancy could aut 
preferve bin from @ very melancholy catafraphe. which was 
affedied by bis exwmhand. In his PoRMS, ato. Lond. 172 
may be feen ancther Mad-Song of this author, beginning thus 


° 


* Gads! Tecan never this endure, 
Death alone mij? be my cure,” Sew 


Go to the Elyfian fhade, - 
] Where forrow ne’er shall wound me; 
Where nothing fliall my'reft invade, .° 
But joy fall (ill furround me. 
Vou. ll Bb - I fy 
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1 fly from Celia’s cold cifdain, & 
From her difdain I fly; 

She is the caufe of all my pain, 
For her alone I die. 


Her eyes are brighter than the mid-day fun, 

When he but half his radiant courfe has run, te 
When his meridian glories gaily fhine, 

And gild all nature with a warmth divine. 


See yonder river’s flowing tide, 
Which now fo full appears; 

Thofe ftreams, that do fo fwiftly glide, ty 
Are nothing but my tears. 


There I have wept till I could weep no more, 

And curft mine eyes, when they have wept their flores 
Then, like the clouds, that rob the azure main, 

lve drain’d the flood to weep it back again. 26 


Pity my pains, 
Ye gentle fwains! 
Cover me with ice and fnow, 
I {corch, I burn, I fame, I glowt 


Furies, tear me, 45 
Quickly bear me 
To the difmal thades below ! 
Where yelling, and howling 
And 
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And grumbling, and growling : 
Strike the ear with horrid woe. 3° 


Uiffing fnakes, 

Fiery }. kes 
Would be a pleafure, and @ cur:s 

Not all the hells, 

Where Pluto dwells, 35 
Can give fuch pain as I endure. 


To fome peaceful plain convey me, 

On a moffey carpet lay me, 

Fan me with ansbrofial breeze, 

Let me die, and fo have eafe! 4e 


XXIT. 
THE FRANTIC LADY, 


MAb SONG THE StxTH. 


This, like Num. XX, was originally Jung in one of 
Durrey’s Comedies of Dan Quixcte, (fr fi adeds bout the 
year 1644) and was probably compofed by that po.ular 
Sox ~ ava died Feb. 26. 1723. 

This is printed in the “ Ha, a Colidliox of Soxgs,” 
4 Vols. 1°21, i2mo. whee may be fisnd two or three other 
Man Sone, not acmired ints theje Volumes. 


Bb2 T Burn, 
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Burn, my brain confumes to afhes! 
4 Each eye-ball too like lightning flafhes! 
Within my breaft there glows a folid fire, 
Which in a thouland ages can’t expire! 


Blow, blow, the winds’ great ruler! 5 
Bring the Po, and the Ganges hither, 
Vis fulery weather,. 

Pour them all on my foul, 
li will ifs like a coal, 
But be never the cooler. ee 
*T was pride hot as hell, 
That firft made me rebel, 
From love’s awful throne a curft anger I fell; 
And mourn now my fate, 
Which imyfelf did creates 
Fool, fool, that confider’d not when I was well! 


Adieu! ye vain tranfporting joys! 
Off ye vain fantaflic toys! . 
That drefs this face—this body—to allure ! 
Bring me daggers, poifon, fire { 
Since fcorn is turn’d into defire. 
All hell feels not the rage, which I, poor I, endure. 


ae 


EXIW. LILLI 


ACN *CHAETN T SPsOTEO Mes, Sea 


XXII 
LILLI BURLERO. 


The following rhymes, fight and infignificant as th Pay may. 
ee had once @ more powerfal efi cf than etther the 

Pailippics of Demofthenes, or Cicero; pat centributed aot & 
little towards the great revolution in 1688. Let us hear a 
COREOINPEF APY % LECT. 

SOE! fee ballad « was made at that Hote, treating the 
* Papifi iefly the Ir ill, in a very ridiculons manner, 
& euhics hed a burden faid te be Trifi werds, “ Lero, lero, 
we ont the Thing’ f} armyy 


6 Hlrbutlera, 
“ thet caine? be peas by thofe that farsi is wot. The 
* avkele army, and at Plaft t ihe people, both in city and country, 
& were fnging it perpetually. And perhaps never had fo 
reat ax effec.” Burn nets 
uritlen, or wt republifbed, on the earl of 
gah ‘3 a fecond time to Ireland in Odfober, 1688. 
mary fo mention, that General Richa 
creaied earl of Tyrconnel, had been nonin 
es LI. te the liewteancy of Ireland in 1686, 
; R, who bad + 


: receding pear, wer only 
iene ant se and whofe fubleyuent ‘condudl fully Sai 


dis expedtations and their fears. The + violences of bis adm 
2p 


fration may be feen iat any of the A forics of thefe times s 
the ; 


mtnift 


& ifisop King’s ' State of the Prote, Pani 

nd, 1O91, gto 

Liniisercero and BuLies-a-can are fad to ce 
the words of difinélion upd TIA e the Lil Papife i 

ir maffacre of the I votefants i in 1041, 


Bbh3 HO} 


374 ANCIENT POEMS. 


O! breder Teague, doft hear de decree? 
Lili burlero, bullen a-la. 
Dar we fhia'l have a new deputie, 
Lil!i bu-leio bullen a-la. 
Lero lero, lili burlero, lerolero, bullena-la, 5 
Lero lero, i!li burlero, lero lero, bullen a-lae 


Ho! by fhaint Tyburn, it is de Talbote: 
Lilli, &c. 
And he will cut de Englifamen’s troate. 
Lilli, &e. 18 


Dough by my flloul de Englifh do praat, 
Lill, a&e. 

De law’s on dare fide, and Creifli knows what. 
Lilh, &e. 


But if d'fpence do come from de pope, 15 
Lilli, &e. 

We'll hang Migna Charta, and dem in a rope, 
Lilli, &e. 


For de geod Talbot is made a lord, 
Lilli, &c. 320 
And with trave lads is coming aboard; 
{ Lith, &¢. 


Who all in France. have taken a fware, 
Lilli, &c. 
Yer. 7. Ho by my fhonl, al. ed, 
Dat 


ANCIEN.T BOEMS. 


Dat dey will have no proteftant heir. 
Lilli, &e. 


Ara! but why does he flay behind ? 
Litli, &c, 

Ho! by my fhoul ’tis a proteflant wind. 
Lilli, &c. 


But fee de Tyrconnel is now come afhore, 
Lilli, &c. i 

And we fhall have commiffions gillores 
Lilli, &c. 


And he dat will not go to de mafs, 
Lilli, &c. 

Shall be turn out, and look like an af. 
Lill, &ce 


Now, now de hereticks all go down, 
Lilli, &c. 
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35 


40 


By Chrifh and fhaint Patrick, de nation’s our own, 


Lilli, &e. 


Dare was an old prophefy found in a bog, 
Lilli, &e, 


‘ Yreland thall be rul’d by an afs, anda dog.” 45 


Lilli, &c. 


For, 43. What follows ts wot in font capith 
Bb4 


And 
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And now dis prophefy is come to pais, 
Lilli, &&c. 


3 


For epee 3 de dog, and Ja**s js de als. 


et te Lord Wu ars 
A true relation of the 
the intended vist and 
, ee” ity ed Lond. 

abe Be? fof 
cd Ainfelf upon his tam 
fs see: making a cer- 


XXIV. 
BRASS weet MOS a IR ELON 


IN FMITATION OF THE ANCIENT Scots MANNER, 


on, of Rangour, Ef, whe 
it is printed from an 
hed at Edinburgh, (760, 
tn tnitaiion of an old Scot- 
Ballad on a finilar fabjec?, with the fame burden to 
sach flanza, 


AT USK ye, but ye, my bonny benny bride, 
Buik ye, bulk ye, my winfome marrow, 

Bak ye, b fh ye, my bonny benay bride, 
Spd think oge mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 


B. Where 
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B. Where gat ye that bonny boany bride? ~ 5 
Where gat ye that winfome marrow ? 

A.J gat her where I dare na weil be feen, 
Puing the birks on the Braces of Yarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winfome marrow; 10 
Nor jet thy heart lament to leive 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow, 


&. Why does fhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 
Why docs ihe weep thy winfome marrow 2 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be feen rg 


Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow? 


4. Lang maun the weep, lang maun fhe, maun the weep, 
Lang maun the weep with dule and forrow ; 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be feen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 30 
For fhe has tint her luver, luver dear, 
Her hiver dear, the canfe of forrow ; 
And I hae dain the comlieit fiwain 
Ynat cir pu’d birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Why rins thy flream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid? 25 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow ? 
And why yon melancholious weids ‘ 
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow? 
2 What's 


‘378 
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What's yonder floats on the rueful rueful fude? 
What’s yonder floats? O dule and forrow! 3¢ 
Otis he the comely fwain 1 flew 
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow. 


Wath, O wafl: his wounds, his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears with dule and forrow ¢ 

And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 3§ 
And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Then build, then build, ye fifters, filters fad, 
Ye fifters fad, his tomb with forrow ; 
And weep around in waeful wife 
His haplefs fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 4e 


Curfe ye, curfe ye, his ufelefs, ufelefs fhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of forrow, 
The fatal {pear that pierc’d his breatt, 
His comely breaft on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Did I not warn thee, not to, not to luve ? 4$ 
And warn from fight ? but to my forrow 

Too rafhly bauid a ftronger arm 
Thou mett’ft, and fell’ft on the Braes of Yarrow. 


"Sweet fells the birk, green grows, green grows 


the grafs, 
Yellow on Yarrow’s bank the gowan, 52 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flowg 
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Flows Yarrow fweet? as {weet, as fweet flows Tweed, 
As green its grafs, its gowan as yellow, 

As {weet fiells on its braes the birk, 55 
The apple frae its rock as mellaw, 


Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy lave, 
In flow’ry bands thou didf hia fetter; 
Tho’ he was fair, and weil beluv’d again 
Than me he never luy’d thee better. bs 


Bafk ye, then bufk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Butk ve, bu ye, my winfome marrow, 

Buk ye, and luve me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair cn the Bracs of Yurrow. 


C. How can I bufk a bonny bonny bride? 65 
How can I bufk a wisfame marrow ? 
How luve him upon the banks of Tweed, 
That flew my luve on the Braes of Yarrow? 


© Yarrrow fields, may never never rain, 

Nor dew thy tender bloffoms cover, 70 
For there was bafely flain my five, 

My lave, as he had not been a lover, 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple vett, "twas my awn fewings 
Ah! wretched me! [ little, little kenn’d aS 
He was in thefe to meet his ruin, 
The 
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The boy took out his milk-white, milk-white feed, 
Unheedful of my dule and ferrow : 

But ere the toofall of the night 
Ne lay 2 corps on the Braes of Yarrow, 85 


Much Trejoye'd that waeful waeful day; 
I fang, ny voice the woods returning: 
Bat lang ere night the {pear was flows, 
That few my luve, and left me’ mourning. 


What can my barbarous barbarous father do, 85 
But with his eruel rage purfue me? 
My luver’s blood is ou thy fpear, 
How canfi thou, barbarous man, then wooe me? 
Ty happy filers may be, may be proud 
Wich cruel, and ungentle {coiin’, 98 
May td me ivek on Yarrow’s Braes 
My luver nailed in bis coffin. 


My brother Donglas may upbraid, upbraid, 
And Srive with threatning words to muve me: 
My luver’s blood is on thy {pear, 9§ 
How cant thou ever bid me lave thee ? 


Yes, -yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve,. 
With bridal ficets my body cover, 
Unber, ye bridal maids, the deor, 
Let in the expc&ed hutband lovers 109 
. Bur 
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But who the expefted hufband hufband is? 

His hands, methinks, are bath’d in flaughters 
Ah me what ghaftly {pe€tre’s yon 

Comes in his pale fhroud, bleeding after? 


Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 16 
O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 

Take af, take aff thefe bridal weids, 
And crown my careful head with willow. 


t 


Pale tho’ thou art, yet bef, yet belt beluv’d, © 

© could my warmth tolife reftore thee! = 11 
Yet lye all sight ketween my breifts, 

No youth lay ever there before thee, 


Pale, pale indeed, O luvely luvely youth, 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a flanghter, 

And lye all night between my breifts, arg 
No youth fhall ever lye there after. 


4. Returo, returny O mournful, mournful Bride 
Return and dry thy ufelefs forrow: 
Thy luver heeds none of thy fighs, 
Me lyes a corps in the Braces of Yarrow. 226 
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XXV. 
ADMIRAL HOSIER’s GHOST, 


wm teas a Party Song written by the ing genious axtior of 
Leontpas *, on” the a Sing of Porto Belle from the & 
niards by A ‘mival Vernon Nov. 22, 173G¢—~T be cafe of 
fifier, which is herve fa pathetical’, JP Gee, was b 
weir In April 723, that commander was fent ttha 
frrong es, into the Spa b I of-Lndies, to block up the gal- 
cous in the ports of thet ccuntry, or fhowld they prefiome to 
tomeot to fiixeand carry them inte England: he accor dingly 
arrived at the Bafitmentis near Porto Belo, but being em- 
plod racher to overawe than fs athe ch the Spaniards, with 
chemi it was probaily nol our inte re; a to £e fo war, he con- 
tinued long ineélive on thet flaticn, te be 85 OWN Brent regret. 
He afterwards vemoved to Carthagena, and rem 
sruizing in thefe feas, wll far the greater part of bis men 
hip, deplorably by the diferfes of that unhealthy eliotn 
Lhis brave mau fecing his be? officers and men thus 
Swept away, bis Jotps expofid to inevitable deft 1, and 
bimfulf made the Jrort of the enemy, ts faid to bave died 
of a-byolen heart, Sreh is the account of Smollett, coms 
pared with thet of other lefs partial writers. 
The following fong ts commonly accompanied with a Second 
Part, or Anjeser, wwhich being of inferior merit, and ap 
parently wr Hie by another hand, hath beea sepetted. 


daily 


De near Porto-Bello lying 
On the gently felling flood, 
At midnight with Nreamers flying 
Our trinmphant navy roce; 


Thre 
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There while Vernon fate all-glorious 
From the Spaniards‘ late defeat : 
Aad his crews, with fhouts vilorious, 
Drank fuccefs to England’s fleet ; 


On a fudden fhrilly founding, 
Hideous yells and fhrieks were heard ; 
Then each heart with fear confounding, 
A fad troop of ghofts appear’d, 
All in dreary hammocks fhroaded, 
Which for winding-fleets they wore, 
And with locks by forrow clouded 
Frowning on that hoftile fhore. 


On them gleam’d the moon’s wan luftre, 
When the fhade of Hofier brave 

His pale bands was feen to mufter 
Rifing from their watry grave. 

O’er the glimmering wave he hy’d him, 
Where the Burford * rear’d her {ail, 

With three thouland ghotts befide him, 
And in groans did Vernon hail, 


Heed, oh heed our fatal flory, 
Tam Hofeer’s injur’d ghoft, 

You, who now have purchas’d glory, 
Ac this place where [ was lofi 


& Gdmiral Fernen’s Leip. 
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_ Tho’ in Porto-Bello’s ruir 


You now triumph free from fear¢, 
When you think on our undoing, 
M $3 

You will mix your joy with tears. 


fae 
th 


See thefe mournful {nedtres fweeping 
Ghaftly o’er this hated wave, 

Whole wan checks are fain’d with weeping;  3¢ 
Thefe were Englith captains brave, 

Mark thofe numbers pale and horrid, 
Thofe were once my fators bold: 

Lo, each hangs his creeping forehead, 


W 


ite his difmial tale is told. 40 


I, by twenty, fail attended, 
Did this Spanifh town affrieht 3 
Nothing then its wealth defended 
But my orders not to Aight. 


Oh! that in this rolling ocean 4g 
Thad cat them with diftain, 
Asd obey’d my beart’s warm motion 
To haye quell’d the pride of Spain! 
s 
For refifiance I could fear none, 
But with twenty fhips had done ie) 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 
Hatt atchiev’d with fix alone. 


Then 
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Then the baftimentos never 
Had our foul diflionour feen, 

Nor the fea the fad receiver S53 
Of this gallant train had been, 


Thus, like thee, proud Spain difmaying, 
And her galleons leading home, 
Thongh condemn’d for difobeying, 
t had met a traitor’s doom, 6a 
‘To have fallen, my country crying 
He has play’d an Englith part, 
Had been better far than dying 
Of a griev'd and broken heart. 


Unrepunag at thy glory, &s> 
Thy fuccefsful arms we hail ; 
But remember our fad ftory, 
And let Hofier’s wrongs prevail. 
Sent in this foul clime to languith, 
Think what thoufands fell in yain, 70 
Wafted with difeafe and anguifh, 
Not in glorious battle flain. 


Hence with all my train attending 
From their eozy tombs below, 

Thro’ the hoary foam afcending, 95 
Here I feed my conftant woe: : 


You. MI Cc Here 
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Here the baftimentos viewing, 
We recal our fhameful doom, 
And our plaintive cries renewing, 
Wander thro’ the midnight gloom. 8e 


O’cr thefe waves for ever mourning 
Shall swe roam depriv'd of reft, 

If to Britain’s fhores returning 
You neglect my jut requeil ; 

After this proud foe fubduing, 8; 
When your patriot friends you fee, 

Think on vengeance for my ruin, 


And for England fham’d in me, 


XXVI. 
JEMMY DAWSON. 


James Dawson was one of the Mancheffer rebels, whe 
was hanged, drawn, and quartered, on Kennington-common, 
in the county of Surrey, Fuly 30, 1746-—T%i: ballad iz 
Sounded on a remarkable faci, which was reported io have 
happened at his execution. Jt was written by the late 
Wintiam Suenstone, Ef; foon after the event, end 
das been printe! antong ft his pofikumous works, 2 vols. Sve. 
Jt is here given from a MS. which contained Jome fmal} 
variations from that priated copy. 


COME 
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OME liften to my mournful tale, 
Ye tender hearts, and lovers dear; 
Nor will you fcorn to heave a figh, 
Nor will you blufh to fhed a tear. 


And thou, dear Kitty, peertefs maid, g 
Do thou a penfive ear incline ; 

For thou canft weep at every woe, 
And pity every plaint, but mine. 


Young Dawfon was a gallant youth, 

A brighter never trod the plain ; 39 
And well be lov’d one charming maid, 

And dearly was he lov’d again, 


One tender maid the lov’d him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damf{el came, 

And faultiels was her beauteous form, 1S 
And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 


But curfe on party’s hateful ftrife, 
That led the faizhfid youth afteay 
The day the rebel clans appear’d: if 
O had he aever feen that day! . 20 


Their colours and their fath he wore, 
And in the fatal drefs was found ; 
And now. he mult that death endure, 
Which gives the brave the keene wound. 
Cez How 
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How pale was then his true love’s check, ag 
When Jemmy’s fentence reach’d her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine fnows 


So pale, nor yet fo chill appear. 


With faltering voice fhe weeping faid, 
Oh Dawfon, monarch of my heart, 


bess 


Think not thy death fliall end our loves, 
For thou and L will never part. 


Yet wight {weet mercy find a place, 
And bei 

O Grorus, withput a prayer for thee 
My ortions fhouid never clofe, 


relief to Jemmy’s wocs, 


bo) 
ws 


The gracious prince that gives him life 
Would ccown a never-dying flame, 
And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to itp the giver’s name. go 


Bat though, dear youth, thou fliould’A be dragye'd 
To youder igrominious tree, 

Thou flale net want a faithful friend 
Yo fhare thy bitter fate with thee. 


O then ber mourning-coach was call’d, 45 
The fledge mov’d flowly on before ; 
Tho! berse in a triumphal car, 


She had not lov'd her favourite more. 
i She 
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‘She followed him, prepar’d to view 
The terrible behefls of law; 

And the lait {cene of Jemmy’s woes 
Vith calm and ftedfaft eye the faw. 


Ditorted was that blooming face, 
Which fhe had fondly lov’d fo longs 
And flitled was that tuneful breath, 
Which in her praife had fweetly fung: 


And fever’d was that beauteous neck, 
Round which her arms had fondly cles'd: 

And mangled was that beauteous breaft, 
On which her loye-fick head repos’d : 


And ravith’d was that conflant heart, 
She did to every heart prefer ; 

For tho’ it could his king forget, 
*Swas true aad loyal fill to her. 


Amid thofe unrelenting flames 
Sbe bore this conftant heart to fee; 
But when ’ewas moulder’d into duit, 
Now, now, fhe cried, Vil follow thee. 


My death, my death alone can fhow 
The pore and lafling love I bores 
Accept, O heaven, of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more. 

os 
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The difmal fcene was o’er and paf, 
The fever’s mournful hearfe retirtd ¢ 

The maid drew back ber languid head, ra 
And fighing forth his came, expir’d, 


Tie’ juilice ever mat prevail, 
The tear my Rincy theds is duc ; 


For feldom fhall fhe hear a tale 
So fad, fo tender, and fo true. fe 


THE END OF THE THIRD BOOK. 
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OF THE OBSOLETE AND SCOTTISH WORDS IN 


VOLUME THE SECOND, 


Suek words, as the reader cannet find here, he is defired to 
look for in the Gloffaries to the ether volumes. 


A 


Deid of nicht, s. in dead 
A of night. 
Abvvea ous, above ui. 
Advostry, Adyvouterous, adulter, 
adel eres. 
Aff, 3. off. 
Abte, sug’. 
Aith, 5. cetd. 
Al, p. 55 albeit, a/thoups, 
Alemaigne, f. Germany. 
Alyes, p. 28, probably corrupted 
fer algstes, adsvays, 
Ancitat, a flag, banner. 
Augel, a ped coin werth Cos. 
Ast, aad, 
Aplist, p. ro, al aplyht, qauéte 
complete. 
Argabuthe, barguchufhe, an si, 
fia/Bioned hind of wuehet, 


Afe, as. 

Atlewre, s. out ever, over aad 
above, 

Azein, agein, again. 

Azont the ingle, s. p. 61, dayond 
the fire. The fire was &u tee 
middle of the ream*, 


B. 


Batrded, s. bearded. 

Bairn, s. child. 

Bale, evil, mifoltef, mifery, 

S @ mefery term, xf! 


Ban, cw 
Banca, gery fi 
Bayard, a asted 


advomances. The 8 
the foser fons of lymsn reds, i2 


* In the weft of Scotiand, at this prefent time, in many cottages, 
they pile thelr peats and turfs upon iones in the middle of the roont. 
re is a bole ahove the fire in the ridge of the houfe to let the 
fmoke out at. In fume places are cottage-hoafes, from the front of 
which a very wide chiminey protedt: like a bow-window: the fire 
ism ageate, hke a rostt-kiln grate, round which the psople fi 
fometines they draw this grate into the middle af the room, 
(Xr, Laxae.} ; 

soled 


Cog 
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ealled Bayard Montatbon, by 
Skelton in bis" Phillip Spar- 
rae.” 

Be, s. fy, Bethat, dy that time. 

Bearn, haire, s. child: alfo bu- 
man ercature. 

Red, p. 9, bade. 

Bede, p. 17, offer, engage. 

Befail, p. 22, befallen. 

Befoir, Ss. before. 

Belive, damediately, prefently. 

Ben, 5. within, the inner-rovny 
f. 62 *, 

Ben, p. 01, &r, are. 

Bene, p. 12, bean, an expreffion 
of contempt. 

Beoth, p. 7, be, are. 

Ber the prys, p.7, bare the prize. 

Berys, dvareth 

Befprent, Lefprink/ed. 

Befted, p. 275, abod:. 

Bewraies, difovers, betrays. 

Bet, better. Bett, did heat, 

Bi mi Seauté, by my seyalty, bo- 
nofiy. 

Birk, 8. birehetree. 

Blan, blanne, did, bliny @.2. Ma 
ger, flop. 

Blee, complexion. 

Blent, p. 144, ceased 

Blick, s. 4 glimpfe of light: the 
fudden light of acandle feen in 
the night at a diflance 

Roilt, boitteris, s. bouf, beaflers. 

Bollys, p. 17, bers, 

Roony, s. Sandjome, comely. 

Boote, gain, advantage. 

Bot, s. dues fometimes it feems ujed 
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for (beth, or * befides’, (mmren 
wer’. 

Bat, s- without, Bot dreid, 
without dread, i.e certaisly. 

Bougils, s. bugle bern. 

Bowne, ready. 

Braes of Yarrow, 5. be di/ly 
hanks of the river arrows 

Brade, braid, s. broad. 

Braifly, s. éravely. 

Braw, §. brave. 

Brayd, s. arufe, baflenct. 

Brayd attowre the bent, s. Safed 
quer the field. 

Brede, breaded, Se Chane. 

Brenand drake, p. 1¢, may per= 
haps be the faane as a fireocialey 
sr firey ferpent, a meteor or fire- 
awerk fo called: Here #2 fears te 
Sisnify “ burning embers, or firee 
46 brands." 

Brimme, public, univerfally known, 
A.S. bryme, iden. 

Brouk her with wine, exjey ber 
with pleafure, p. 16. AS. drek. 

Brouch, aa ernamental trinket: @ 
Rone~buckle for a moman’s breap, 
&c. Kid, Brooche, Glog. 
Vol. 11, 

Brozt, drought. . 

Buen, bueth, dcen, bey are. 

Buik, s. dood. 

Barges, dxdt, young /Loors. 

Buk ye, % drefi yew 

Bat, avithout, but let, witha 
hindrance. 

Bute, s. boot, advantage, geod. 

Eurt, 8, out, the cuter roon, 


* “(Beto honfe” meansthe outer part of the houfe, onter-room ¢ 
viz that part of the houfe into which you fir enter, fuppofe, from the 
fireet, “Brew o” houfe,” isthe inner-room, or more retired part of 
the houfe—The daughter did not lie out of doors,—The ovtiagers 
often cefive their landlordsto build them s But, anda Ben. (Vid. 


Gloff, to Vol ILL.) Mr. Lanse. 


Cc. Cadgily; 


x 
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Cc. 


Cadgily, $, merrily, chearfully. 

Calivet, « dind of mufket. 

Can curtefye, dnow, underftand 
poud manners, 

Cannes, p. 21, wooden cups, bowls, 

Cantabanqui, Utah, ballad-fingers, 
fiagert on benebes. 

Cany, 8. chearful, chatty. 

Cintles, pieces, corners. 

Capnl, a poor borfe. 

Carle, cbur/, clown. If is alfo 
wfed in the Norte fora Brung bale 
of f man, 

Carline, s. the feminine of Carle. 

Carpe, to fpeak, recite: alje, to 
csnfure. 

Caeing, reciting. 

Chayme, p. 6$, Cain, 

Che, (Somerfet dialed.) [. 

Cheis, s. cbrofe. 

Cheefe, p.21, the upper part sf 
the feutcbeon in beraldry. 

Chin, (Son dial} I xeill. 

Chould, direc) Uwesld. 

Chylded, drought forth, was deo 
fivered. 

Chylder, children, ebildren’s, 

Ciittered, bear fo as to rattice 

Clead, & efad, chkath. 

Clenk-ng, clinting, singling. 

Clepe, call, 

Cohorted, incited, exhorted. 

Cokeney, p. 24. feet to be a die 
minutive for Cooks fran the 
Latin Cogninator, oF Coqui- 
narins. Tbe mvaning fecms to 
be, that “+ Buery Five and Five 
§* had a Cook or Scullion to attend 
“ them.” Chaucer's Cant. Tales, 
Sno Fol TK. pst 

Cold rott, (a pb afe) nothing te 
the purpefes 

Com, p. 8, eames 


Con, con, gat, began, tem. 
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Con fpringe [a pbrafe) fprung, 
Con fare, went, paffed. 
Coote, P.2g5t, (rote) sar. 
Cop, dead, 0b: tap of any thing. Saxe 
Coft, cas, fide. 
Cotydyallye, daily, every day. 
Covetife, coveten oe 
Could hear, @ porufe for bare, 
Could creip, s crept. Coukt 
fay, faid. Could weip, s. 


Wwe 

Could bis good, p. 269, Krew 
wwhat xvas port for bins Or 
perdups, Coll five upon bis 
oun, 

Courhen, p. 9, dnon 

Croft, an inclafure near @ houfe. 

Croiz, erifi. 

Crook my knee, p. 64,: make 
fame my knve. They fay in the 
north, “ Tbe Borfe is eroakir,” 
i.e. lame. “4 The borfe crocks,”? 
foe. goes fame. 

Crouncth, p. 8, crows ye. 

Crumpling, crooked; or perbups 
with cracked knotty Borns, 

Cute, s. cvs. 

Commer, s. gffip, friend, fr. 
Commere, ¢ mpere. 

Cure, care, Leed, regurde 


s 


D. 


Dale, s. deal, p. 75, bot give lt 
dale, watfe I deal. 

Dampned, denned. 

Dan, p. tt, an ancient title of ree 
[pets from Lat. Duninus, 

Dantke, p. 2qt, Denmark, query. 

Darh, p. 10, perbups for Thar, 
there, 

Darr’d, s. Ave. 

Dirt the ine, s. biz the pres. 

Daukin, diminutive of David. 

Lreniger tray, copays balderh. 

Deare 
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pleafant 
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Deare day, charming, 


Dede is do, Pigts decd is dowz, 

Deere, burt, mife 

Deerlye dight, ly fitted out. 

Deimt, ¢. deem’d, eficem d. 

Deir, s.dear. Item, burt, trouble, 
défi: b. 

Dats, deal, 

Deore, deemed, su: 

Dent, p09 

Deol, ae. 

Dere, deere, de 

Derked, da: dered, 

Dera, 8. feeret, p. 75. 
in feeret. 

Devyz dowife, the ad? of bequeatb- 
7; 


“* 


» doored, 


re alfi burt. 


V dern, 


ity dicht, ¢ decked, dreffed, 
prepared fitted gat, dane, 
Dil, Pale 
D: rh fee Deo » Duile. 
Don, p. 19) a2 
aghaness of af 


Deyog, oink 

Dave, did. Dy 
Pule, a duct, é 
Dy S. dicey c 
Dy, ~ 10, f « 
Pye, 8 f OF, ¢ 
Dy zt, wid d ght. 


E. 


e. eavth 
$e te 


Fard, 


sribe ob 


curdic, 


SSARY, 


Eked, 8. p- 26, added, enlarped, 
Elvith, Pama ee ‘al, 
Eme, denjmarn, uncle. 

Bre, s €yny eyes, Ene, § even, 
bofie, fellow, 

Ientendement, f. underfiand/ng. 
Eatentifly, fo tbe intent, purposely 
Ur, eve, before, p. 16,016, Ere, car, 
Ended, armed, 


F. 


Fader, Fatheris, 
Paw af fe 
belt bfal bo: 
baps iy “Jar off fret 
Fe 32> dais 
Fang, p23; 
Panne, pr 21, inf 
be RMR EE COIR. 

‘ pajs, travel. 

< of a paflage: fp. 
dy rickoveratg. 
ascht, 9. frugbe, 


fatber, fat bers. 


2 ne 
Ly Sow 


in fuiBord. 


a 


ftom 


78, fele, many. Se 

bas Lords fie, fe. 

smarty Lords) co 23Qe 

Felay, tales peasy fe 

Pele, tel ae f. 25, flim 

Fend, dips nd, 

Tere, fear, Item, oo 

Ferbet, s, wencvred, 

Perly, voonder; aljo, wonderful, 

Fey, s. predsflinated ta death, or 
fome lif tune under a fataliiy. 

Fe arty rede ing 

Fis, 8 dei pity cntile, 

Fath, Fieh, $. £97) «@ wood, 

fr anes if the Sea, {. fretun. 
fest 
» divifiany part. 


hak 


ify 


anion, wife, 


See pt 34—— 


Si. mufic’ are alluded to ia 
nee Ady. Sy axvens’s 3 te, 


Files, 
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Fles, p..20, fleece. 
leyke, p. 122, @ large Rind of 
burale: Cows are frequently mile 
ed in bovels made of Fleyks. 

Flowan, $s. fow/ng. 

Fand, contrive: alfo, endeavour, 
frye 

Force, p- 
PL LEDs 

Forced, regardert, beveled. 

Forefend, avert, binder. 

For-fought, p. 22, omr-faugot. 

Forwatcht, ever-wwatcded, kept 
awake. 

Fors, pc 12. 
dent care, 

Forft, p. 69, deeded, regarded, 

Fowkin, @ cant word for a far’. 

Fox't, suas. 

Frae thay begin, p. 75, from their 
be ng, fies the time they 
BSB 

Freers, fiyars, friary ORAS, 

Freake, frecke, freyke, man, du- 
wa evearnres 

Freyke, p. 126, éxmeur, indulge 
freakifbly, cape 

Freyned, a/eed. 

Frie, s. fre, J free. 


140, no force, om» 


i de no fors, J 


c. 


Ga, gais, $e PP gern 
Gaberluazic, gaberlunyie, S ¢ 


Gaherhimaie-man, S. a waller- 
man, 1. tinker, bepgars 


Gadlings, gadders, idle fellows. 
Gadryag, cathering 


Galliard, o fprigdtiy Hed of dance. 


* Sein Shakefpew’s K. Hes, 


® My ariny’s hota weak 


# Ye, G 


g§ 
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Gar, $. to make, eauft, &e. 

Gayed, made gay {their eloaths}. 

Gear, geire, geir, gair, s. geade, 
effedts, Puff. 

Geere will fway, P1904, this 
matter will turn oxt 3 again ters 
minate, 

Gaeterede ys hoft, gatkrad S's 
bf 

Gef, geve, give. 

Ge, p. 279% eG, feat, Le3 
bifery. fit is felt in MS} 

Gie, gien, & git, given 

Gilore, { (Trife} plenty. 

Gimp, jimp, & neat, fender. 

Girt, s picreed. Throughgitt, 
Pi Tts pisreed through, 

Give, s gif, giff, p. 75, if 

Glaive, £ fwerd. 

Glen, Ss. a rarrow vail 

Giie, 8. glee, merrimcns, ne 

GHA, 8. pifered. 

Gade, gaunefs, good, paodnefs. 
God Beteee) pf 82, ie. Gad be 
thy guides @ form of Slefing *. 

Good, ps 85, fe. a good deal, 

Goad-e'ens, gosdes enings. 

Gorget, she aeefs of the neck. 

Gowan, $. foe compen pellet ercwe 
foot, or gokleup. 

Graithed (gowden), s. ear cee 
farifored with gold. 

Graythed, p. ip, s. deeded, pact emt. 

Gree, £ prixe, victory, 

Gre ened, grew green. 
ety 9. gs greats p- 8, griewe 

in, reucy to barf. 


Sy FERALIOMS, BST e 


Grawnes, grounds, p. add, frsthe 
wi gratid, Vid, Sawne } 


V. (A. 2, fe. 8.) cle King fars, 


and fickly guard; 
ro Byseas, igh hin we wil came on,” 


Growte 
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Growtesp.244,laNorthanspeonfbire 
fsa kind of fnallabrer, extraded 
fiom the malt, after the flrength 
Aas been drawn off In Deven, 
itis a hind of fect ale medicated 
with eggs, faid to be a Danife 
kiguer *. 
Grype, a griffin 
Gyrd, po 18. girded, lnfled, Ge. 
Gyhe, soft, foke. 
Gyles, 3 guile 
Gyn, engine, contryvance. 


Gyfe, 3. guile, form, fa/l ton 


H. 


Ha, Aaves ha, o. bell. 

she, afe be brew, p. 4, fave 

s he brews, 

R238, 5. a sheep's fomack, fluffed 

with a pudling made +f mincee 
meat, ec. 

Hail, hale, s. weber, altogether. 

Balt, beldeth 

Hame, hamward, Lome, bome= 
quar 

Han, dave, 2 perf. plar. 

Hare... f{werdes, p. 4, their .. 
Reards. 

Harnifine, Aarzcf, arnou, 

Harrowed, Larafkid, difius bed. 

Harwos, arrows. 

Hav, favre. 

Haves {of}, cfftc?s, fubjlance, 
riciXs, 

Hawkin, fynenymous te Haldia, 
dinis, of Harry. 

Ve, p.2t, diez bajfen. 

Hech, p. 23, batch, smal! door. 

Hede, p.37, beds p.%, be'd, be 
acoulls pe 36, deed. 


APChOS 9H ty 


Het, eve. 

Heare, Acres p. 69, bait. 

Hell, s. hele, deu/ed, 

Hecht to Jay thee law, 8. proe 
mifed, engaged to lay thee low, 

Heicht, s. dvgle. 

Heiding-hill, s, the Beading [7. ¢. 
bebeading] bill, The place of 
execution war anciently an arti= 
fetal hillock, 

Helen, deal, 

Hetpeth, de/f ye. 

Her, thom. 

Henar, beare, 

Hest, fiente, Aeld, laid bold fj 
able, received. 

Her, pp. 17) 2%, 29, their 

Here, p. §, thers p. 65, bears 

». 38, Lair. 

Herkneth, bearken ye. 

Hert, hertis, Leart, bearts. 

Mes, ¢. bas. 

Het, Lot. 

tether, s. Keath, a lew frud, 

that grows upon the moors, Se. 
fo lsxuriantly, a: to choak the 
grafis te prevent whied the ina 
Labitunts fet whole acres 6f it 
on fires the rapidity of whies 
gave the poet that apt and noble 
Jimile in pp. 107. (Mr Vut- 
chinfon } 

Heuch, s. a rock or fleep dill, 

Hevede, hevedeft, ded, dadf. 

Heveriche, hevenriche, dewverne 
ly, p.8. 

Heynd, bend, gertie, obliging. 

Hevze, digh; Heys, s. hied. 

Hieht; a-hicht, s. on beigsr. 

Hie dames to wail, 3. p. 10¢, 
Ligd for, great | ladies to wails 
ory Anfen ladies te wail, &e, 


* Growr? isa kind of fare much ufed by Danith failors, being 
hailed grovts (i, ¢, lasted oats) or elfe thelled barley, feryed up very 
thick, and butter adced to it, (Mr. Lampe.) 


ed 
é 


Hight, 


A eG O Si SEAGRYY. 


Hight, promifed, engaged: aife, 
nung. 

Hilt, taken off, flayed. Sax. byi 
dan, 

Hinch-boys, hench- (preper/y 


hau.ch ) men, pages of Ae 
nour ages altinding on perfuns 
of bee Kon perje 

Haaad. eo. Avdiad. 

¥> %. Loney 

Lik, ir, hit bs write, p.8, re Le 
writlen, 

Holden, defd. 

Hoitis hair, s. Pa 

Holy-resie, bo! 

Honden wrynge, te wring. 

Hop-hilt, Maping 3 hopping, und 
baiting 

Honzle, give the facrament. 

Howeres, howess, Aours, 

Huerte, dart. 

Hyc, hyeft, aig 

Hynd attowre, s. dc bind, @ aver, gr 
abe tees 

Hyj-halt, /ame in the bip. 

Hys, 2/23 aljr, is. 

Hyt, bytt, it. 

Hyznes, digbre/s. 


a bills, 


" I. 

Jarglers, talkative perfors, t.l- 
laics. fs wranglers. 

I-fere, togetier, 

{-lore, fyl. I ttrike, Arickcn. 

I-trows, [ [bed ve] Vere ty. 

T-wille, (2 dmore, } verry 

Teh, 2 deh bigisth, I bequeath, 

Jevkin, diminutive of Sobn. 

lik; thisilk, s this fame. 

ike, p. 8, every ike, every one. 

Hk one, cacd one. 

Ulfardly, § #2-favour'diy, ug? fly. 

Tnowe, exe gh. 

ilo, S. fe 


Je, s. froestkear 
prepay) the 


Io forth, ff to, ce ruptly } prints fo, 
froutd prof bably be lua, ve, balboa. 


Its neir, s.p. ror, ft fall ve'er. 
Jupe, s. p Soran uppe <P gabe trend 5 


Kauk, ¢ chal’, 
Keipand, 8. deep 


Kempes, fcldiers, wa rioury, 

Kead, 5. drew. 

Kene, deen, 

id, kyd, kithed, made drown 

frown 

Kine, kinde, zature, p, tg. To 
carps our Mind, 70 fs nature? 
pr ws to talk & of. 

Kirm, s cdura, 

Kitts, s ch 

Kith and Kin, acquaintance ard 
Biadred, 

Kowe, p. 17, ot. 

Kye, One, cows. 

Kirtel, kirtle, peceicooat. 

ars aljey mats appear, 

fous » avelare. 


Kythed, s. appeared, 


L, 


Lane, Jain, s. fone; her fane, 
aloud, by b is 

Laide unto ler, p 256, imputed 
to fer. 

Laife, Gin 


Layne, 
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Layne, liens aif, laid, 
Leek, p. 70, porafe g 
Leal, leil, s. fopal, 
f. loyal. 
Yeimao, leman, /over, miprefte 
Leir, s.fere, fearn, 
Lesger, forger. 
Lengeth in, Pe 276, refiderh in, 
Lett, lattc, Arnder, p 21, flacter, 
heaves off; late, fet. 
Lever, rather. 
Leves spd bases, 
Bough s. 
Laid, feugh, 8. Jaugled. 
Leyke, like, plays pp. 1255 278- 
Lic, s. lec, pf, 109, Feld, pias. 
Liegeemen, vuffals, febjects. 
Listily, eaffly. 
Lee, fff, compleri 


COMA 
Bense, > free; 


leaves and 


iM, 


Ladiye, p gt, fsathfome. Pod. 
Gf vel. TE dothly. 


Lave, 3. de. 


Lalu, . 


- (Ballad I. v.45.) 


VIrine, learning. 


ry, auorthlefs perfor, 
rele 

$ fH, por at al! times. 
owe, high, por 3, laughed 
Pst Ra- 


7 ps nee 


Lave 
Linde, 
Luef, A 


fr win af} Bey C014? as 
frum bay, 


*® On the top of Catharine-bill, 


TW £9 hy LOPS 


Wine} 


ead 1 IE 


Lys, fies. 

Beets Pe E95, Caf, gentler 
Lyven na more, five Ro more, Ne 
dengeer. 


Lyzt, light. 


M. 


Madea, made. 

Making, p. 46, (0 verfes: vere 
fying. 

Marrow, & ¢ual, 

Mart, s. marred, hurt, damaged. 

Maney maining, s. mean moart~ 
ing. 

Mangonel, an engine ufed for difm 
charging great frones, AFFOWsy 
és 


befor ¢ the invention of gun~ 


Mar garite, a pearl, lat, 

Maugre, $ 4, [pite of, p.75y ils 
will (T incur.) 

Muze, a labyrinth *, any thing 
tntangled ov intricate. 
Me, p.g, men. Me con, men'gam 

Me-thancketh, methinks. 

Mean, moderate, niddle-fixed. 

Meit, s. meet, fit, proper. 

Meid, 8. p. tos, mood, 

Meile, ¢. jaften, reduce, witigate, 
fp. 108. 

Mell, fancy: adfey medWle, mingle. 

Menfe the faught, s. p. tog 
meafure the battle. To give to 
the mente; i, to grve above 
ths meafure. Twelve and one 
to the msufe, /s common with 
children In their play, 


nefter (the ufaal play-place 


ef the fchool), wes a vers perplexed and winding path, ruoning in 


avery & 


"Phe fer 


i {pace over a great deat of ground, called a Miz-Maze, 
hoys cobtiged the unicrs to bead it, fo prevent the 6gure 


feare doing iol, ag i am informed by an ingenious correspondent, 


Meczis, 


De GO SiS an Raye 


Menzie, s.m 
pe 

Meifager, £. meffenger. 

Minny, & aords 


1SYy retinue, come 


Fe 


Mike, s. dard, d/eck. 
Mirry, s. mers HH 
Mikkaryed, aif 


Mifter, 8. ts neces 
Mo, mos, sr 
Moiening, dy nm of, fr. 
Mome, 2 dull, 
Blone, visor, 

Mors, 


Masve, 

Muchsis bolt, male bout, great 
ésaft, 

Mande, 9. mon 

Maine, miff 

Murrs, ynurnt, murning,  ¢ 
PRENE Ay syourned, SUT RENZ, 

Myst, myzty, vigd?, mighty. 


NatheleG, ev 

Near, & ner, mere, peter, 
Neat, over, cots, darge cattle, 
Nearherd, a k& ain 
Nearette: a fonace iiss 

Nere. p. 276, ae wers; were it 


ree fore 
Nett, nytt, wrt, searef. 
Nobie, a gall coin in value 29 
greats, or &, ta 
Petty Poles noddles, beads. 
om, fp. %, fe Nome, same, 
Nov a None, ace 
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Nonee, parpefe; for the nonce, 
for ths ocestfion, 

Norfe, s. Nerwaye 

Nau, sox, 

Noat: nocht, s. saught; aff, not. 
_ ont, gp. 10, foems for © ne 
monght” ‘ 

Nowght, ravg 

Nasyls, sed 

Noyes, p. 22 

Nozt, 


Ocht, s. ewvghe. 

Ofslyog, fiperiar, per ameownt 3 
oppyed ta voderting, p. 4. 

On, p. 45s Ory ar 

Gnot, p. 18, aloft. 

Onys, once 

Or, ere, dcfore. 

Orifons, 8. prayers,? reidtons. 

On, oure, p. 7, pou, yor, bra, 
gar, 

Oat dlas! exclamation of giefe 

Oat owre, s. ext ever, 

Owens; awe, ain, $s. ewm 

Owre, 5. over. 


P. 


Pardé, 
dhea. 

Panky, &. fhrowd, CUNERS, SBS 
or, faxey, infolenc. 

Peer, piece, fe. of cannm. 

Pees, pote, peace. 

Pee, a baker's peel. 

Pentarebye of tenfer, five trie, 

Perchmine, £. paredinest. 

Per fay, s. verily, f pra fay. 

Perkin, diminutive of Peter. 

Porfis, s. pearced, pierced. 

Petye, 


perdic, verily; £ par 
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Petye, tity. 
Peyn, fain 


Fibvoctss, s. Higiand wwaretgntes, 
Hlayand, 5. pearing. 
Pe st, 8. platted. 
say plighe, 
Powteell ftta 


a fer ieersdon 
fied to the 


phew » fill « fd in | rie NY 
E Lhand cqurtics is its fies Ed TS 
Latedet, 


ad fora Bl 


: é 
S, powib, yolk, tard 


Powered, ¢ ie. 
Bris €, fp. Bs peeve. 
Org oe <. f 27? gs 

YOVe, P42, 

oe fdas prise. Tt proud, 
Pains, s ¢eéhagz. 
Purchafal, 7 ty frawred, 
Porvayed, grevided.  ~ 
Quat, s. geitted. 
Quant, 7.959 cannes p 247, 


is Sy fanhy 
3a Ye pr tls. erae!, PUT AEE OMT, 
Quis $3) 9 quibh, 5 Lguudibet, 
Garle, fab &, 

yy s 
us knit, S, autedcned, reSared te 


Life. 


quire. 


R. 


Rae, a roe. 
te g° She 
Pay, ge fal ora rvs 


Raik on 


Ruark, & 


A GLOSSARY. 


Ruted, = p. S14, were merry, PEG. 
Gi, to Gent. Shepherd. 

Ranght, reacded, pained, vitained. 

Razt, raugét, or p. 23, refi, be- 
reft. 

Rew nse, reaame, reahr. 


Redratie, . 72, carey fi 
Refe, reve, reeve, basi 
Rete, bersave, er perds 


ie Ay ooh 


wae a 19, dereor'e, 
Revers, s. robbers, pirates + 
ma » & tase RP Os 


Rade, rec See 
Rude, 8. roud, Ag fi 
Rueil-boaes, p. 1s perk, 
de cotsured, §, 


cs TESS} 
é ie, a fined! ring or 
fesp. Cotgrav’ DiGien, 

Rusged, fe ag, fulled awith view 


fetict, 


Roly, Ss. p. 78, frould be vathy 


$asry rufty Sif gr ound Pony 
tered wit& ru fies. 
Ruthe, p. 42, p75 p. 206, wo 


Ryfeliys, p- 23, rifles 
Rywe, ruc, 
Ryzt, sight. 

Se 


Safty, pork, acte, faphyre. 


a 
& 
oy 

“ 


A-GLOSSARY. 


Sail, s. fav, Savely, fafely. 
Saifede, feixed. 

Say, p- 28, affay, attempt. 
Scant, fearce, 

Schall, fhall, 

Schattered, Mattered. 
Schaw, s, Fra: 

Schene, s» freon, Jlininig ; fi 
ig btin cf. 

Sctipler, s. ipl. 

Scho, s. “Ie 

Schuke, $, flook, 


oe 


Sclat, flate, p. 22, tittle table 
book of flates to worile upon. 

Scomfit, difcomfr. 

Scot, tar, revere. fP. §, « 
years tax of the ingdoms 
alfo foot, reckoning, 

Se, fene, feying; Jee, firny 
freeing. 

See, fee, &. fea, feax 


tae faek, pe 18, 
Sely, feely,, fils, fimple. 

Sel ven, fel. 

Selver, Giller, 4. filver. 


Sen, 9 fice. 

Senyy, Di rig -feed, £. fenvie. 

Seve, p. 281, fever. 

Sey you, Pp. Ut fay te, tell 
ye, 


Seyd, s. faw, 

Shave, p. 69, be fhave, bea 
BRUM 

Sheeve, fhive, a great fice or 
luncheon of bread, p. 245. 

Shirt of male, or mail, wa: @ 
garment for dfence made all 
f rings of iron, worn under 

the coal, iccording to fone, 

rhe Hawberk wa: fo formed. 

Sho, s. /he. 

Hope, p. 273, betock me, fhaped 
wy oOur rfes 

Sierte, s feorten. 

Sireward, a mals facws 


Vor If, 


De 
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Shrew, abad, anill-temper'd per fine, 
Shrive, -confefs; Item, bear cone 
feffion. 
Sh heals 8. frining. 
Shurting, recreation, diverfions 
paflime, pots. Vid. Gaw, Doug!. 
Glef. 
Shunted. /hunned, 
Sich, fic, 5. fuchy Sich, & figh 
Side, s, Jong. 
Sindle, s.feldom. 
Sineth, p. 3, fit yee 
Skaith, feath, harm mifchicf, 
Skatk, 124, perhaps from 
the Gero. Schalek, malic’- 
ous, perverfe, (Sic Dan. 
Skalck,  Nequitia, maliciay 
' &e. Sheringham de Ang 


Orig. p. 318.J—-Or perhaps 
from the Germ. Schalchen, 
te fouint. Hence our Northern 


word, Skelly, fo fquinte 

Skiuker, one that forves drink. 

Skomfit, difeomfit. 

Skott, fhut, reckoning, 

Slattered, flit, Brike into fplia« 
ters, 

Sle, flea, fley, flo, flay. 

Slee, ¢. fay a¥fo fy. 

Sond, = prefent, a fending. 

Sone, foon, p. 9. foon- 

Sonn, p. 27%. fon, fun. 

Soth, foo'h, trath; alfo, tree. 

Soothly, trufy. 

Sould, s. fuld, Eould. (p. 17.) 

Sooling, p. 246. vidtualiing. 
Sowle fs fl ufed in the north 
for any thing caten with 
bread. A. 8S, Serle, Sufle. 
i 21. 5. forto fowle, may 
nt from the French werd 
faouler te fluff und eran, 
© ta glut.” vid. Cotgrave.} 

Sowne, found, p.47. {rhythmi ge} 

Spec, fpak, {pack, 5. fpate. 

Spesre, pe 135. téde locum. 


Spesred; 
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Speered, {parved, 4. ¢. fajlened, 
Pout ®. vid pe 135. 

Speir, s. fpeer, fpear. 

Speir, s. (p. 62.) {peer, (peare, 
aft, inquire, Vid. Gleff vol 3. 

Spence, {pens ? expence, 

Spindles and whorles, the fn- 
framents ufed for fpinning in 
Sostiand, inflead of {p’nning- 
avheels +, 

Spilt, s. fpyile. 

Spote, feculder, f,  efpaule, 

.f 193, it feems te mean 
arm pit.” 

Sporeles, fpurleh, without fpurs 

Stalwart, Qalworth, fox. 

Startopes, du/ffinyy or balf boas, 
svorn by ruficry laced down 
before. 

Steal, ftede, place. 

Steir, s. fir. 

Stel, feel, theilly, s. feely. 

Stmind, time, a Qound, a while, 

Stown. 5. flolen. 

Scoup of weir, p. 1¢4, a pillar of 
war, 

Sirike, p. 12, fricken, 

Sua, frae, 8. raw, 

Serrt, fart. 

Sethe, fwith, foon, quickly. 

Suore bi ys chin, fworn by bis 
ebin. 

Sware, fwearing, ath, _ 

Sua, fa, fe. 

Suarvd-, fwarved, climeds or, as 

it is now exprefied in the mid- 

land countiog Swarmed: To 

fwarm, is te draw onfelf up a 


Po 


AG Lus.6 AR 


tree, or any other thing, elinging 
te it with the legs, and arms; 
as bath. boen fuggefed by an 
ingenious Correfponsdent. 

Swaird, the grafly furface of the 
ground. 

Swearde, fwerd, fvurd, 

Swevens, dreams. 

Swypyngs p- 22, firiting ff; 
[ Cinb. elite 


fvipan, agert, 
er rather * feourging,? from 
valvere, raptare.] Scot. 


Sweap, to feourge, Vid Glof. 
to Gaw. Douglas. 

Swepyls, p. 2t, A Swepyl iz 
that fo. of the frail, with 
avbich the corm ts beaten out, 
vidg. a Supple: (called in 
tht midland counties a Swind~ 
geil; ware the other part és 
termed the Hand. taf.) 

Swinkers, ladew ers, 

Swyviog, wé4oring, 

Swyke, figs. 

Syns, fixce, Syne, 8. ther 

Sythemell, p, 66. [fbmael. 

Sych, fucb. 

Syth, fice. 

Syzt, fizdr. » : : 2 


T. 


Take, p. 25, taken. 

Taiken, s. p. 108, token, figr. 
Targe, target, frield, 

Te; to, te make, p. 2, to makes 
Te he ! interjeéfion of laughing. 
Tent, s. decd. ; 


* So inan o'd © Treats & agarntt Peflilence, &c gto Emprynted 
by Wynkyo de “A orde:” we are exhortedto*Spaax [i.e fhut 
* or har jthe wyndowes asentt the fouth.” fol. 5. N 

+ Tux Rocw, Srinoces, and Wroates, are very much ufedins 
Scottand and the northern parts of Northumberland at this time. 
“Yhe dir ad for fios-mak: r, and even fo-ve linen-webs, and all the 
twine of which the Tweed’ Salrron-nets are made, are {pun nj on 
Srinpres. They are fad to make a mors even and fmooth thread 


than Spina.ng-whiels. 


Mr Laman. 
Terry, 
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Terty, diminutive of Thierry. 
Theodoricus, Didericus, Lat. 
alfo of Terence. 

Tha, p, 22, them, Thah, thougd. 

Yhare, theire, ther, thore, there. 

The, thee, ‘ 

The God, p. 25, fesms contraG- 
ed for The he, @. &. digh Gad 

The, thee, sérive. So more [ 
thee, p. 838, So may I thrive. 

Thi, p. 281, they. 

Thi fone, p. 9, tay jon. 

Thitke, tis, 

Thir, 8. té¢s, thefe. 

Thir towmands, s. thefe Muelve 
month, 

Tha, then, p. 33, thefe, the 

Thole; tholed, fupfers fiffered. 

Thoatt, tin shalt or fhoulite/?. 

Thrang, 8. throng, lof. 

Thrawis, 8 torces, 

Thirtti thoufent, thirty thoufand, 

Thrie, s. thre, ébree. 

Thrif, thrive. 

Thrach, throuch, 3. ¢hrough. 

Thud, p. 108, oife of a fail. 

Tibbe. In Sestiand Titbe is 
the diminutive of Mabel. 

Tild down, p. 279. pitched. gt.» 

Till, a sop. 16. when, query. 

Timkin, atninutive of Timathy. 

Tint, s. fof. 

To, too. 

Too-fall, +5. p. 330, twilight, 

Traiterye, treason. ; 

Trie,s. tre, tree. 

Trichard, treacherous, 
chsor, Vid. p. 3. 

TriGhen, trick, deceive, Ibid. 

Trough, trauth, froth, 

Yrow, think, beifevz, truft. 

Tramped, p. 1s, boafled, told 
bragging lies, flying flories. 


f, tri- 
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‘So in the North thy Jay, 
“ that’s a Trump," i. 6 a 
lie, & She goes about trump~ 
ing, i.e. telling Ves. 

Tramps mace of atree. p. 21, 
perhaps “6 woxden trumpets 7° 
mafical inflrumsnts ft enough 
for a mock turnament, 

Trke gude keip, s. dcpra clofa 
eye upon ber. , 

Turnes a crab, fe. at the fires 
rouSe a crab, 

Twritl= twift, s. p. 101, thre 
roughly tuifeal> *€ tevifed,”” 
 teutrled twif”’ £ tortulle. 


Ve 


Vair, Somerfet/e. Dialel, fair. 

Valzient, s. valiant. 

Uch, eae, 

Vive, Pe 2t t, Somerfet. five. 

Unfeeled, p. opened 5 a term 
in Falconry, 

Unmuht, s. undifurbed, nncon 
founded. perb unrovvit. 

Vnfonfie, s. unlucky unfortunate, 

Vriers, Som, friers, p. 295, {rt 

» ds Vicars, in PCC } 

Uthers, s. ofbers, 

Vazen, S:m, probably for faitheny 
i.e. faiths; as boufen, clofen, @e 


Ww, 


Wa,s. p. 97, way, p. 216, wal’e 
Wail, s would, 

Waine, wagon. 

Wallowit, s. faded, withered, 
Wame, s. womb, 

Wan neir, 8%. drew near, 
Wanrufe, s. uneasy. 


* Soin Chaucer, padim. Canterb. Tales. Vol. I. p. 308. 
Gog lec him never Tur.” * 
+ * Toofall of the Night,” feems to be ax image drawn from a fuf- 
penced canopy, fo let fa'l as to cover wliak is below. [ Mc. Lastax.] 
War 


404 A.G LOSS AR Viz 
War ant wys, Pp. 8, wary andwife Wreake, purfue revengefullys 


Ward, o. wated, fextinel. Wreuch, s. wretededuss, 
Warke,-&. work, Wrouat, wore bt. | 

Warld, s world. Wynnen, win, gain. 

Waryd, & aceurfed, Wille, p, 8, dire&, govern, take 


Vatey S weete, wett, wilte, care af, ALS. Ply lan: 
wot, wote, watts. drew, 


Wesley weel, weil, wele, s. well ; Y. 

We rity’ y ‘twearifome, tirefiene, " 
diflurbing. f 

Wee, s, fittle. Y.EY fynge, fing, 


Yae, 8. cacd. 

Y heare; Y-boren. bears; 
berm” fe Y¥-founde, found. 
Y-mad, meds,  Y-wonne, 
ower. ; 

eoek cheafert. 

3 é elt, WISER FS weensfl, BS be Ly deme Low: 

Went, wen a pe, ZONES by i ae 

ae , Yalping, s. yelping. % « 

me dle, tent, pg, wendeth, goer d Yeha, itka, edcby every 
&r, Wee. ‘9 

Wereth, p. 276, defendeth. eereitts ve6 es fe 5 if 

Werre: weir, & war, Warris, 26 eee 18o b 
Eas Yearded, go 280, buries, - 


Weet, s. wet. 2 

Weid, s. wede, weed, chaths, 
tloat bing 

dynge, ruling. 

ude, ¢ wonde, went, weends 

i, £6: aught. 


Ves, wut, Yede, yede, went. 
enh & sweftern. Yfere, tages ber. * ‘ : 
Whang, 8. 4 large fice. Xf, ife ea ues 
Wheder, re Yit, i. 8 am. 
Wheelyng, wheeling. Yo, dour, ‘Bome. Sy 


Whiz, fuera dey, or butteremili. Ys, p. 10, #3) pe Ay Bis, p: oe inhi %e 
Wohories, Se Spindles. x 

Wildings, wid apples. : Za . 
Winfome, segreeable, engaging. Zacring bell, Sem. Sacring bell, 
Win, s. pet, ge a little ball rung to give no~ 
swiflier, wark more wifely. tice of the elevation of the bef, 


Wit, witt, daw, drow. | (It is Zeering in PCC, p. 29%,f 
Withonten, without. ¢ _Zede, p. yeve, went, “+ 
Wobdtter, s. webtter, weaver. Zee, zetne, Son, fee, fen. 
Wode-ward,, -p. 38, towards Zef, yef, if, ” 

the wood. Zeéixs, $. years. 
Woe worth, ere Se to [eer] z remit, take care of. A. S. 
Wor, wont, afege. « ja, REMAN 
Wonders, wonderens. Zen sBrowgh, A. S. GEOND. 


Woo, mad, furious. Zeftrene, s. “yofier-e'ens 
Wote, wot, dvow, | wote verily. Dit, s. Zee gers 


Worthipfully friended, g, 2579 Zoud, 8. you'd, you ayer 


of wif ipful friends 2 ae 
» Wow. (dt exciamation of won aie ba ite fs ei : 
Cae talio vw, Lond. Diales. y te M 


THE END OF THE GLOSSARY, 


Aovirtowat Nores to Book IT. 403 


No. VIL p. 147-- Tée Ballad of Farr Rosamonp 
appears to have been frft publifbed in “ Sirange Hillories, 
or Songs and Sonnets, of Kinges, Princes, Dakes, 
Lords, Ladyes, Knights, and Gentlemen: &e. By 
Tomas Delone, Lond. 1612.” Ato.’ 


No. XXVE. p. 260. Lhe Aifory of Jans Suor k receives 
new illufiration from the following letter of K. Ricuarn ili. 
robick is preferved in the Harl. MSS. Num. 433, Art. 2358, 
but of which the copy ie ae oe to the Editor bas been re= 
pies to modern : orthagrap bY fe. dt is faid to bave becx 

addrefins 10 Russen bp. of Lincoln, lord chancellor, .Axt0 
1484. : 

By »the KI N iG 
Night Reverend Father in God, &c. fignifying 

unto you, that itis fhewed unto us, that our Servane 
and Solicitor Thomas Lynom, marvelloufly blinded 
and abuied with the late Wife of William Shore, now 
living in Ludgate by our commandment, hath made 
Contraét of Ma pee with her, as if is a; aad in- 
tendeth, to our full great ae to effet the fame. 
WE, for many. caw! fes, would be iorfy that he fhoutd 
be fo difpoied 5° pray you tWerefore te fend far hie 
and in that ye goodly nay, exhort, aad flr him ro the 
contrary: And if ye e find him ass to 

her, and none otherwife would 0 
it CE dfand with the laws of thes <; 
» tent” thes tinie of marriage de defects éd to eh coming 
‘gs ‘expo London; that upos finivent Surety: fous of 
chet. good abearing, ye do forteud for bet Keeper rao 
‘Sdifchargeshim of our faid comnmaniment, dy. Warrant 
éf theic, tommitting her to the rule, aod hg of 
ids. Father, . or any other, by your sireftion, in the 


ABN 
meat feafor. Given, &a 
af ip ee 
sad 
3 


is 


.S 


ree a. Fags 
avs freng, feo articles. fi the fame MS: i aK. 
wi Bad, ranted: ‘ta cabs Yard * Tuowas bh re a phe 
office of King™ is Sebiaiton try: 134d, and alfe the 3 em: 

‘ vor th, von, Badf to bint and ES Heirs Male 


Eook HI. pp. 272, 284. 


Tus Essay on tus AcLiteERATIVE METRE 


will receive Bue alee Le om another fpecimen in WV ARTON"s 
ory of. English *eetry,” Vol f. es 09. being the 
nent of @ MS. poem on the fubjed of ALEXANDES 
rhe Great, in the Bodhian hal which he fuppafes 
io be the fa me wilt Nure 44, in the Amol: MSS, containg 
ing 27 pajjus, and beginuing thus: 

Whener folk fattid nes ge.) and fed, 

fayne wolde thei fier [ic. bear] 

Some farand thing, &c. 

Lt ts well obferved by Mr. Tyawurtt, os CHaucer’s 
Sfueer at this odd aliiterative metre: (Vol. UT. ps 305 ) viz. 


1 am a Sotherne [t.e. Southern] man, 

I cannot geile, rom, ram, raf, by my letter. 
that the fondnefs for this fpecies of werfifcation, Sc. was re- 
tained fon; veft in the Northern provinces: Aad that the Au- 
ther of “Pierce Pe ughman’s Vijtens” is tn the oft MSS called 
WILLIAM, & without any furnaine. See Vol. IP. p. 74. 


THE END OF VOLUME_THE SECOND. 


Ihe Notes referred to Tol.z og. 28. 
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